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POEMS,     &c. 


POEM     I. 
THE    SUPPOSED    DEPARTURE, 


OCCASIONED  BY  AN  INTIMATION  THAT  THE  AUTHOR 
WOULD  BE  REMOVED  FROM  HIS  BELOVED  HOME  AT 
FLACKWELL-HEATH   TO  HIS   LEGAL   SETTLEMENT. 


SAY,  Mufe  !  if  'tis  unmanly  thus  to  mourn, 
When  from  thy  fair,  thy  fav'rite  fcenes  I'm  torn, 
Where  oft  I've  met  thee  in  my  calm  retreats, 
My  private  walks,  or  more  fequefter'd  feats  ; 
Where  oft  I've  join'd  thee  in  the  neighbouring  grove> 
And  when  retir'd  within  my  green  Alcove ; 
While  Nature,  with  her  glowing  colours,  drew 
The  faireft,  brighteft,  moft  enchanting  view  ? 
Ah  !  fuch  the  fcenes  which  Flatkwell- Heath  difplays, 
Whofe  abfence  now  I  fing  in  mournful  lays. 
Yes  i  I  muft  leave  my  ever  verdant  bower, 
Where  folitude  oft  footh'd  the  penfive  hour. 
Thro'  all  the  changes  of  the  varying  year, 
She'd  like  true  friendfhip  in  one  garb  appear 
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When  cold  December  other  trees  hath  left 
Quite  leafelefs,  and  of  all  their  fruit  bereft  j 
Like  a  firm  friend  her  friendship  then  me  mows, 
While  coral-clufters  load  her  verdant  boughs. 
And  when  we  breathe  the  odors  of  the  fpring, 
The  woodbines  round  her  prickly  branches  cling  ; 
While  in  her  fpiry  top  the  tuneful  linnets  fing. 
Here  have  I  found  my  ruffled  pow'rs  compos'd, 
While  pure  affecYion  all  the  heart  difclos'd, 
When  the  dear  partner  of  my  every  care* 
Would  of  my  grief  partake  an  equal  fiiare, 

Here,  too,  has  friendmip  abfent  joy  reftor'd, 
And  o'er  my  bread  her  confolations  pour'd. 
Nor  has  the  Mufe  here  quite  withheld  her  aid  -y 
Here  often  I  have  woo'd  the  generous  maid  : 
Nor  has  me  always  waited  to  be  woo'd, 
Sometimes  unafk'd  her  favors  fhe  beftow'd  ! 
Nay  more — beneath  this  thick  wove  canopy, 
I've  earth  contemn'd  and  all  its  vanity  j 
I've  found  my  foul  becalm'd,  my  fpirits  even, 
My  heart,  my  treafure,  and  my  all  in  Heav'n. 
Nor  lefs  lament  I  my  embow'ring  thorn, 
Whofe  branches  May  would  with  full  bloom  adorn ; 
Leaves  form  a  made,  while  bloom  infpires  delight, 
The  paleft  verdures  mix'd  with  pureft  white  j 
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Hither  I'd  oft  in  folitude  retreat, 

Nor  chang'd  my  fubje£t,  tho'  I  chang'd  my  feat. 

Nor  can  I  leave  unfung  the  fertile  foil, 
Whofe  cultivation  moft  engag'd  my  toil ; 
Tho'  while  that  pleafing  toil  I  fo  much  lov'd, 
The  great  exertion  oft  injurious  prov'd. 
Each  fruitful  fpot  with  rich  abundance  ftor'd, 
Its  ample  bounties  on  my  table  pour'd. 

Nor  muft  my  fruitful  orchard  be  forgot, 
Where  full  grown  trees  *  o'erfpread  my  lowly  cot. 
They  no  laborious  cultivation  need, 
But  moft  fponfaneous  my  fond  hope  exceed  $ 
So  forward  to  announce  the  op'ning  Spring, 
Which  April's  fhow'rs  and  gentle  breezes  bring; 
When  o'er  their  tops  the  milk  white  veftment  flows, 
And  filver  taflels  grace  the  pendant  boughs  j 
Soon  as  the  foft'ring  bloom  withdraws  her  care, 
The  infant  fruits  in  verdant  hues  appear; 
When  further  on  the  glowing  feafon's  lec(, 
The  rip'ning  fruit  aflumes  a  coral  red ; 
And  the  rich  bunches  in  deep  jet  appear, 
Ere  Autumn's  general  bounty  crowns  the  year. 

But  ah  !  thefe  joys  are  gone,  {hefe  fcenes  no  more  J 
But  this  not  half  the  lofs  that  I  aepIorec: 

*  Black  Cherries. 
B   2 
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I  mourn  thefe  wider  fcenes  I  fo  much  lov'd, 

Which  oft  depreffion  from  my  mind  remov'd  j 

Which  ever  way  my  devious  foetfteps  trod, 

I've  found  the  pleafing  or  inftrucYive  road. 

Oft  through  the  fertile  fields  I'd  gently  rove, 

And  oft  I'd  enter  the  adjoining  grove, 

Where  folemn  filence  reign'd,  exeept  the  note 

That  iflued  from  the  Blackbird's  vigorous  throat } 

Or  when  the  Thrum,  with  his  melodious  {trains} 

The  full  attention  of  the  grove  obtains. 

There  while  I  thoughtful,  walk'd  beneath  the  fhade 

That  wide  fpread  oaks  or  taller  beeches  made, 

J've  felt  my  forrows  footh'd,  my  paffions  ftiH'd, 

And  found  the  grace  that  has  my  fteps  upheld. 

Tho'  much  my  fancy  with  my  footfteps  rov'd, 

The  bleft  effects  of  humble  faith  I've  prov'd ; 

Each  providential  difpenfation  view'd, 

As  wife  and  juft,  and  uniformly  good. 

But  this  alas  !  I  could  not  always  fee* 

When  unbelief  cried,  il  How  can  thefe  things  be  ?" 

Then  from  the  northern  ridges  I've  furvey'd 
The  winding  riv'let  and  luxuriant  mead, 
Where  aged  willows,  with  a  reverend  look, 
Look'd  like  the  watchful  guardians  of  the  brook ; 
Some  with  bald  heads,  late  of  their  faplings  fhorn, 
While  fome  bend  with  the  weight  they  long  have  borne  j 
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For  mutual  aid  they  tow'rds  each  other  lean, 
Willing  their  mutual  burden  to  fuftain. 
Be  this  the  conduct  of  each  Chriftian  mind, 
To  every  act  of  love  and  care  inclin'd  ! 

If  up  or  down  the  ftream  my  views  extend, 
I  fee  the  dwelling  of  fome  faithful  friend  ; 
Beneath  whofe  roof  I  oft  could  comfort  find, 
Relief  of  body,  and  relief  of  mind. 
Mufl  I  no  more  thefe  pleafing  fcenes  renew, 
But  bid  a  long — -perhaps  the  laft  adieu  ! 
Muft  it  be  (o}.   Lord  let  Thy  will  be  done, 
Nor  by  my  own  the  leaft  refiftance  (hewn ; 
And  may  J"  truft  thy  all-providing  hand 
Who  haft  the  hearts  of  all  at  thy  command  ; 
For,  tho'  remov'd  from  my  belov'd  abode, 
I'm  ftill  no  farther  diftant  from  my  God. 

Sometimes  th*  extended  groves  my  wand'rings  bound, 
Which  the  rude  ruflet-heath  encircles  round  $ 
Then  while  among  the  junipers  I  ftray, 
The  winged  tribe  with  their  enchanting  lay 
Fill  ev'ry  verdant  ftirub  j  while  underneath 
The  violets  blow,  and  fweeteft  odors  breathe ; 
While  heath  and  fern  in  abject  ftate  abide, 
The  broom  and  furze  exult  in  golden  pride ; 
And  where,  fweet  verdures  interfpers'd  between, 
The  flocks  and  ihepherds  beautify  the  fcene. 
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Sometimes  I'd  view  the  fpot  where  nature  crown'd 
The  nodding  precipice  with  terror  round  ; 
Where,  free  from  fear,  within  their  mofs-built  cell, 
The  tiny  Wren  and  twittering  Red-rbreaft  dwell. 

Then  would  I  penetrate  the  fouthern  grove  j 
Around  the  rufhy  border'd  pool  I'd  rove, 
Or  near  its  furface  ftand  with  thoughts  fedate, 
Or  on  it's  margin  take  my  humble  feat; 
Or  thence  remove  to  Smelmere's  fhaded  brink  ;-^ 
Sure  'twas  not  here  that  Poets  us'd  to  drink  j 
Where,  if  they  drank,  I've  fomewhere  feen  or  heard, 
^Earii  inftantly  became  a  tuneful  bard  J 

Still  fome  domeftic  marks  this  fpat  retains  ; 
A  veftage  of  a  dwelling  here  remains. 
Perhaps  here  flood  (bme  ivy  {hrowded  cell, 
Ages  before  the  infant  acorrjs  fell, 
Whence  rofe  the  ftately  oaks  that  form  this  {hade* 
By  which  the  fcene's  fo  venerable  made  ; 
Where  fome  fage  Druid,   with  majeftic  beard, 
To  folemn  founds  his  uncouth  harp  prepar'd  : 
While  through  the  moon-illumin'd  grove  he  fung, 
Round  thefe  rude  walls  the  ruder  mufic  rung  ; 
While  the  pale  orb  her  friendly  beams  difplay'd, 
Faint-glimmering  through  the  half-enlighten'd  glade. 
Perhaps  from  hence  fome  oracle  was  heard, 
And  more  than  mortal  vifitants  appear'd; 
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And  breath'd  a  benediction  o'er  this  fpring* 
Well  j  if  'twere  fo,  no  wonder  that  I  ling  ! 
But  fure  I'm  rapt— '•this  reverie  I'll  forbear,—4 
1  recollect ;  alas  !   I  am  not  there  ! 

Sometimes  I  would  defcend  the  darkforrie  dale$ 
Where  noon-tide  rays  fcarce  through  the  gloom  prevail  j 
Where  on  each  hand  the  lofty  trees  afcend, 
And  o'er  the  deep  declivity  extend  j 
Here  oft  I've  fought,  and  fometimes  found,  relief 
From  deep  dejection,  forrow,  pain,  and  grief; 
When  dire  difeafe  beneath  my  roof  prevail'd, 
And  threatening  death  ray  happinefs  afiail'd ; 
I'd  oftimes  here  from  the  fad  fcene  retire, 
To  breathe  my  humble  wifh,  ray  warm  deiire ; 
That  God  would  patience  give,  or  pains  remove, 
And  grant  fome  token  of  paternal  love. 

"  But  why,  dear  Lord,  why  mould  I  thus  complain?" 
(I'd  plead)  "  O  why  indulge  the  mournful  {train  i 
.  "   Why  mould  my  views  fuch  fable  afpects  Wear? 
"  As  if  my  happinefs  all  centre'd  here  ? 
"  Can  arbors,  gardens,  walks,  or  calm  abode, 
w  E'er  ftand  in  competition  with  my  God  ? 
<c  O  grant  me  due  fubmiflion  to  thy  will ; 
"  Be  thou  my  all-fufficient  portion  ftill." 

Tjius  far  arriv'cl,  thus  far  my  mournful  fang, 
How'd  from  a  painful  heart,  and  penfive  tongue; 
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When  a  kind  interpofing  providence  *, 
Appears,  and  the  fad  circumftance  prevents* 

And  fhall  I  ceafe  to  fing,  now  joy  infpires  1 
Now  fmiling  mercies  crown  my  fond  defires  ? 
If  I  in  fong  thofe  abfent  bleflings  mourn'd, 
Can  I  forbear  to  fing  now  they're  return'd  ?    - 
May  holy  gratitude  attend  each  view, 
And  may  I  ne'er  forget  what  to  my  is  God  due  ! 
I'll  now  afcend  the  fouthern  eminence, 
And  view  fair  nature's  varying  beauties  thence. 

From  Cliffden's  heights  I  oft  thefe  fcenes  furvey'd, 
And  ftrove  to  tell  what  beauties  they  difplay'd ; 
But  fail'd,  when  youthful  vigor,  firm  and  ftrong, 
With  fanguine  warmth  infpir'd  my  daring  fong  j 
When  fweet  delight,  vivacity,  and  joy, 
Did  my  fufceptive,  tuneful  pow'rs  -employ. 
Since  to  affli&ive  fcenes  I've  been  inur'd, 
Deliberation  has  my  thoughts  matur'd ; 
Somewhat  more  ferious,  folemn,  and  fedate, 
What  loft  in  livelinefs  I'd  gain  in  weight. 
Tho'  little  youthful  vigor  is  retain'd, 
I  have,  I  hope,  one  great  advantage  gain'd  j 
While  gratitude  the  great  defect  fupplies, 
Which  nature  in  vivacity  denies. 

*  Alluding  to  the  Author's  unexpe&ed^  continuance  at  Flackwell- 
Heath. 
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Which  ever  way  I  turn  my  grateful  eyes, 
I  fee  fome  fumptuous  edifice  arife  ; 
When  o'er  the  weft ern  vale  my  views  exten4, 
I  fee  old  Hurley's  antique  fpires  afcend ; 
Within  whofe  fubterraneous  cell  were  plann'd 
Two  reyolutions  in  Brittania's  land; 
When  Norman's  Duke,  and  more  renown'd  Najfau^ 
Were  brought  to  model  and  defend  the  law. 
To  its  damp  floor  once  did  my  feet  defcend, 
And  o'er  my  head  its  mouldy  arches  bend ; 
With  folemn  awe  by  the  pale.taper's  aid, 
Of  the  important  projects  there  I  read, 
Which  more  than  once  within  this  cell  were  form'd  j 
While  patriotic  fire  each  bofom  warm'd. 

Next  Harliford  and  Temple  grace  the  fcene, 
While  the  majeftic  Thames  rolls  on  between. 
Then  Bijham's  gothic  pile  my  eye  furveys, 
Whence  Thames  meandering  down  to  Mar  low  ftrays  j 
Beneath  romantic  quarry's  hanging  groves, 
Tow'rds  Cookham  thro'  the  verdant  meads  he  roves. 
Nor  muft  I  overlook  th'  embowered  feat. 
By  yon  fequefter'd  copfe,  retir'd  and  neat, 
Which  Dajhwood  rais'd  on  Thames' s  Hoping  fhore, 
For  his  retreat  when  on  his  naval  tour? 

Fair  Cookham  next  invites  my  grateful  lays, 
Whofe  new  rais'd  beauties  recent  wonders  raifej 
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Upon  whofe  bow'ry  more  I've  oft  enjoy'd, 
Thofe  feelings  which  my  late  attempts  *  employ'd. 
Grand  ftructures,  half  enwrap'd  in  fylvan  {hade, 
With  no  lefs  gratitude  I've  fince  furvey'd. 
Now  further  on  my  vagrant  view  defcends, 
Where  Thames  to  Hedfor's  pecipices  bends  j 
Then  under  CUffderis  groves,  with  gentler  waves, 
The  fair,  the  fam'd  Termofa's  ifland  laves: 
Then  flowing  under  Taplow's  lofty  ridge, 
Attracts  my  eye  to  Madenhead's  firm  bridge ; 
Which  o'er  his  ftream  is  elegantly  laid, 
By  which  accefs  from  Bucks  to  Berks  is  made. 

Tho'  thefe  fair  objects  have  employ'd  my  tongue, 
Yet  the  moft  pleafing  part  I've  left  unfung. 
I'd  fain  point  out  each  lib'ral  heart  and  hand, 
Whofe  gen'rous  favors  gratitude  demand — 
But  I  forbear  encomiums  to  raife ; 
Whom  pity  moves  the  moft,  leaft  thirft  for  praife, 

*  Alluding  to  a  Poem  that  the  Author  wrote  on  Cookham, 
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RELIGIOUS  COURTSHIP, 


IN  TWO  PARTS. 


tHAt    OUR   SONS   MAY   BE   AS  PLANTS   CROWN  VP   IN  THEIR 

youth:    that  our    daughters  may   be   as   CORNER 

STONES       POLISHED,      AFTER      THE     SIMILITUDE      OF     A 

palacei        Pfalm  cxcliv.  12. 


THE 


PREFACE 


TO  THE 


Dialogues. 


The  following  attempt  is  not  defigned  as  a  defcriptioh 
of  our  modern  Courtfhips ;  but  one  conducted  with  a  happy 
freedom,  and  honeft  fimplicity.     It  has  been  my  principal 
endeavour,  that  fome  of  the  excellent  truths  of  the  Chriftian 
Religion  mould  be  fo  agreeably  interwoven,  and  fo  gradu- 
ally unfolded,  as  almoft  imperceptibly  to  blend  inftruc~rion 
with  delight;  which  would  probably  have  given  difguft,  if 
they  had  been  introduced  in  any  other  way.     Should   my 
Dorinda  be  accufed  of  being  more  open  and  unreferved  than 
our  modern  Females  are,  I  wifh  it  to  be  remembered,  that 
it  is  fuppofed,  that  file  and  her  lover  were  born  and  brought 
up  in  the  fame  neighbourhood,  and  confequently  were  al- 
ways upon  terms  of  intimacy,  which  rendered  the  ceremo- 
nious mode  of  introduction  quite  needlefs ;   befides,  (he  well 
knew  his  perfon    and   qualities,   which  were  fufficient  to 
enfure  immediate  fuccefs  with  any  Female   who  was   not 
circumftanced  as  Dorinda  was.     And  as  her  affection  was 
equal  to   her  difcernment  (which  fometimes  fhe  could  not 
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conceal),  nothing  could  have  retarded  the  Shepherd's  fucceft 
but  the  peculiar  ftate  of  her  mind,  and  ^  pious  wifh  of  making 
her  Daphnis  happy  in  the  love  of  God,  previous  to  the  en- 
joyment of  her's.     The  fhortnefs  of  his  courtfhip  will  pro- 
bably be  objected  to.     But  we  are  not  without  precedents 
of  fhort  courtfhips  in  our  day,  which  are  generally  feen  to 
\  be  the  happieft.     Where   there  is  leaft  ceremony,  there  is 
moft  fincerity.     Here  I  cannot  but  obferve  with  wonder  and 
concern,  how  fadly  the  bufinefs  of  matrimony  is  in  general 
managed.     What  a  pity  it  is,  that  an  affair,  in  which  the 
nobleft  and  tendereft  fenfations  of  our  nature  are  engaged, 
in  which  our  future  profpe&s  are  involved,  and  our  deareft 
intereft  is  embarked,  mould  be  conducted  with  fo  much  in- 
difcretion,  as  well  as  injuftice;  attended  with  fo  much  de- 
fign  and  infincerity  on  one  fide  ;  and  fo  much  iufpicion  and 
affectation  on  the  other.     In  the  lower '  circles  of  life,  the 
bulk  of  the  converfation,  on  thefe   important  occafions,  is 
of  fo  low,  profane,  and  paltry  a  caft,  that  it  is  a  difgrace  to 
a  civilized  people,  and  much  more  fo    to  the  profeflbrs  of 
Chriftianity.     And  if  we  trace  it  to  politer  life  we  find  but 
little  improvement ;   for  there,  vaft  exaggerations  and  vain 
pretenfions,  prove  it  too  often  to  be  little  elfe  than  painted 
hypocrify,  and  varniflied  coquetry.     Should  my  feeble  en- 
deavours be  fo  far  bleft  as  to   guide  but  one  couple   in  the 
paths  of  prudence,  honor,  and  virtue,  to  the  happy  poffeflion 
?f  the  greateft  bleffing,  and  fweeteft  enjoyment  of  life,  I 
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fhould  not  think  the  attempt  fruitlefs.  And  happy  fhould  I 
be,  if  it  fhould  in  the  leaft  tend  to  recommend  true  religion 
to  the  young  and  thoughtlefs  reader,  and  to  remove  an  objec- 
tion too  often  made ;  that  the  truly  pious  have  not  the  free 
exertion  of  their  natural  affections,  nor  the  full  enjoyment 
of  earthly  bleffings.  But  I  wifh  to  prove  that  true  religion, 
jnftead  of  cramping  or  deadening  the  natural  affections,  gives 
them  their  full  fcope,  directs  them  into  their  proper  channel, 
and  crowns  the  fruition  with  a  felicity  fully  confiftent  with 
reafon,  virtue,  and  grace ;  and  a  fweetnefs  and  delicacy  of 
enjoyment  unknown  to  the  abandoned  libertine,  or  licenti- 
ous debauchee.  From  a  confcioufnefs  of  the  barrennefs  of 
my  invention,  Lhave  confined  myfelf  to  two  characters. 

I  fear  that  the  lightnefs  of  the  meafure  will  not  be  agree- 
able to  fome  of  my  readers ;  but  I  thought  that  it  might  en- 
gage the  attention,  and  prompt  theperfeverance  of  the  young, 
more  than  that  of  a  heavier  kind ;  I  was  however  weary 
of  it  before  I  had  done,  and  in  the  Second  Poem  have  adapted 
another.  And  thus  I  muft  commit  my  feeble  attempt  to  a 
kjnd  Providence^  and  a  candid  Public. 

WILLIAM  LANE. 


RELIGIOUS  COURTSHIP. 


PART    I. 


BENEATH  the  (hade  an  oak  had  made, 

Hard  by  a  woodland  fide, 
In  mournful  ftate  Dorinda  fat, 

Whom  youthful  Daphnis  fpied. 

The  curious  fwain  crofs'd  o'er  the  plain* 

And  faw  her  bath'd  in  tears ; 

Then,  "  Dear  Dorinda1  !"  Daphnis  fays^ 

"  From  whence  arife  thy  cares  ? 
i 

<c  Why  lies  thus  mute  Dorinda's  flute  ' 
{t  Which  us'd  to  glad  the  day ; 

"  Whofe  pleafitig  ftrain  prompts  ev'ry  fwain 
"  To  imitate  the  Lay  ? 

"  What  fatal  dart  has  made  thee  fmart  ? 

"  Can  I  thy  pain  relieve  ? 
"  Come  tell  to  Daphnis  all  thy  cares ; 

*'  Daphnis  may  comfort  give. 
D 
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"  Perhaps  fome  fhepherd  caus'd  the  pain* 
"  Within  thy  tender  breaft  ; — 

"  May  Daphnis  be  the  happy  Swain, 
"  To  make  Dorinda  bleft  ! 

44  No  pain,  or  care,  would  Daphnis  fpare^ 

"  To  eafe  Dorinda's  mind  i 
"  Should  Daphnis  be  the  happy  Swain, 

"  No  Swain  would  prove  more  kind. 

"  See  how  ferene  the  beauteous  fcene  ! 

"  All  nature  frefh  and  gay  ! 
"  Arife  Dorinda,  rife  and  vieW, 

"  The  beauties  of  the  day. 

"  The  Lark  has  long  commenc'd  his  fong, 
"  And  fwell'd  his  tuneful  throat ; 

u  Nor  Linnets  lefs  the  morning  blefs 
«'  With  their  enchanting  note. 

"  Advancing  day  has  chas'd  away 
"  The  mift  from  off  the  plain  ; 

No  longer  now  the  fmiling  fields, 
Their  noxious  damps  retain. 
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"  Dorinda  rife— the  cheering  fkies 

"  Invite  thee  from  this  gloom  : 
"  The  lift'ning  fv/ains  await  thy  {trains  j 

"  Thy  wonted  ftrains  refume. 

u  Thefe  beauteous  violets  on  my  way, 

"  I  pluck'd  beneath  the  thorn ; 
•u  Thefe  cowflips  too,  immers'd  in  dew/    , 

"  Shall  thy  fweet  breaft  adorn. 

"  The  fcenes  around  us  all  invite ; 
"  Safety  and  duty  plead, 
%  "  For  know  fweet  Vlaid  thy  fleecy  care, 

M  Far  from  their  fold  has  ftray'd. 

"  And  muft  my  fondeft  efforts  fail  ? 

"  Can  nought  thy  bofom  move  ? 
"  Yet,  dear  Dorinda  !  all  I've  faid 

l^  Proceeds  from  truth  and  love." 

Dor.     Fond  youth  forbear,  Dorinda  cries  j 
I'm  not  to  merit  blirtd  : 
No  gentle  fwain  upon  the  plain, 
Could  prove  more  juft,  more  kind ! 
D  2 
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But  now  forbear,  nor  let  defpair, 
Thy  gen'rous  bofom  pain  j 

Could  I  reward  thy  kind  regard, 
I'd  not  forget  the  Swain. 

Daphnis  retires,  nor  more  requires, 

But  to  his  flock  repairs ; 
Dorinda  too  purfues  the  flock 

Which  her  attention  fhares. 

But  who  can  guefs  whence  rofe  the  care. 
Which  on  her  bofom  prefs'd  j 

Or  from  what  caufe  fuch  keen  remorfe, 
Had  flung  her  tender  breaft  ? 

Harmlefs  and  gay,  from  day  to  day, 
No  guile  her  bofom  ftains  : 

Faithful  and  gen'rous,  kind  and  j  uft  ; 
From  whence  ajrofe  her  pains  ? 

But  afk  the  heart  that  feels  the  fmart, 
A  guilty  confeience  brings ; 

'Twill  tell  thee  what  Dorinda  felt. 
From  guilt's  tormenting  flings. 
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Her  outward  actions  all  were  fair. 

Yet  ftill  fhe  found  within 
A  heart  unchang'd,  from  God  eftrang'd, 

While  every  thought  was  fin. 

Daphnis  as  foon  as  fultry  noon 

Pour'd  forth  meridian  blaze, 
Collects  his  flocks  beneath  the  fhade, 

A  wide  fpread  beech  difplays. 
■ 
And  while  his  flock,  in  cool  retreat, 

Enjoy  the  noon-tide  hour, 
The  Shepherd  ftraight  directs  his  fleps, 

To  fair  Dorinda's  bow'r. 

The  Swain  arriv'd,  his  hopes  reviv*d 

To  find  the  beauteous  Maid. 
In  thoughtful  mood  Dorinda  flood, 

Beneath  the  woodbine  fhade. 

Her  eye  appears  more  free  from  tears. 

Her  foul  feems  more  refign'd  j 
Far  more  ferene  her  lovely  face, 

And  more  compos'd  her  mind^ 
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The  facred  page  her  eyes  engag'd, 
Nor  faw  the  Shepherd  nigh  ; 

While  Daphnis,  tho'  he  look'd  and  fmil'd, 
Efcap'd  Dorinda's  eye. 

.  Affection  fir'd  his  pure  defires, 
He  gaz'd  with  love  and  awe  ; — 
But  heightened  bloom  her  cheeks  aflum'd 
When  (he  the  Shepherd  faw. 

Dor.     Fie!  Daphnis  fie  !  —I  thought  no  eye 
Could  penetrate  this  (hade ; 
I  thought  my  bow'r,  this  noon-tide  hour, 
Was  fafe  and  facred  made. 

Daph.  If  thought  too  rude,  I'll  not  intrude^ 
Daphnis  will  foon  retire : 
Dorinda's  pain  induc'd  the  Swain 
Her  welfare  to  enquire. 

Might  Daphnis  now  his  fuit  prefer, 
And  thy  kind  promife  plead  ! 

<*  Daphnis  forbear,  but  don't  defpair,'* 
The  fair  Dorinda.  faid. 
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With  joy  I  find  Dorinda's  mind, 

From  fadd'ning  griefs  more  free ; 
If  Daphnis  has  thy  griefs  remov'd, 

Of  fwains  the  happieft  he. 

Dor.     Kind  Shepherd  know  my  forrows  flow 
From  quite  a  difF'rent  fpring  j 
No  earthly  love  has  caus'd  the  fmartj 
Or  fix'd  the  painful  fting. 

Indeed,  kind  Swain  !  my  burden' d  mind 

Has  found  fome  fweet  relief; 
This  blefled  book  infpires  my  hope, 

Aod  mitigates  my  grief. 

DaPh.  What,  dear  Dorinda  !  haft  thou  found, 
That  can  thy  griefs  affuage  ; 
May  Daphnis  too  with  thee  perufe 
The  heart  reviving  page  ? 

Dor.     This  book  is  free  for  thee  and  me : 
Bleft  be  the  love  divine 
Whofe  kindeft  care  has  caus'd  it  here 
With  brighteft  beams  to  fhine  ! 
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But  while  thy  views  purfue  a  plan, 
Wholly  to  earth  confin'd ; 

No  heav'nly  truth  can  be  receiv'd, 
That  will  relieve  thy  mind. 

Daph.  Oh  !  I  have  read  how  hearts  have  bled, 
And  how  the  village  fwain 
In  humble  mood,  fair  Chlora  woo?d : 
But  met  with  cold  difdain; 

How  Chlora  too  her  folly  rue'd, 

And  felt  an  equal  pain  ; 
Felt  in  return  neglecT:  and  fcorn, 

And  infolent  difdain. 

Perhaps  fome  day  Dorinda  may, 
Love's  painful  anguifh  prove  ; 

'Till  then  thy  Swain  will  ftill  retain, 
His  conftancy  and  love. 

Dor.     I  don't  defpife  love's  facred  ties, 
Nor  think  myfelf  fecure  ; 
But  ah  !  I  hope  a  love  to  find, 
A  love  that's  far  more  pure* 
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'Tis,  heav'nly  love  I  wifh  to  prove i 

Could  I  that  love  obtain, 
I  think  my  breafl:  would  be  releas'd 

From  all  its  grief  and  pain,       » 

Daph.  No  other  love  do  I  approve 

Than  what  defcends  from  heav'nj 
All  to  fulfil  our  Maker's  will 
Were  the  fweet  paifions  given. 

No  guile  pollutes  my  honeft  breaft, 

Nor  one  impure  defire 
Inflames  my  mind ; — no  bafe  defign 

Did  e'er  my  bofom  fire.    - 

Dor.     I  thank  thee,  Daphnis  !  for  thy  love, 
And  now  confefs  to  thee, 
Could  I  approve  a  fhepherd's  love, 
Kind  Daphnis  fhould  be  he, 

Daph.  Dorinda  fay,  if  Daphnis  may 
%  Indulge  fome  diftant  hope ; 

While  to  my  love  thou  ftill  art  cold 
My  fpirits  pine  and  droop, 
E 
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Dor.     Why,  gentle  fwain  !   thou  know'ft  mind  \ 

I've  told  thee  all  I  dare  : 
But  now  a  great  important  weight 

My  burden'd  fpirits  bear. 

I  don't  neglect,  much  lefs  reject, 
The  feelings  nature  gives  ; 

But  'tis  not  earth,  with  all  its  worth, 
The  burden'd  mind  relieves. 

Perhaps  you  may,  fome  other  day, 
Know  better  what  I  mean  j  - 

'Till  then,  defift, — your  kind  requeft 
I  treat  not  with  difdain. 

Daphnis  adieu — my  flocks  tho'  few 
Demand  my  conftant  care ; 

I  hope  thy  mind  will  find  relief, 
And  greater  bleflings  fhare  ! — 

Daphnis  withdrawn,  then  o'er  the  lawn 
His  nibbling  flocks  he  fpread  \ 

With  penfive  thought  his  bofom  fraught, 
Thus  to  himfelf  he  faid. 
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"  No  blithefome  fwain  that  rang'd  the  plain 

"  Could  with  more  freedom  rove; 
*'  No  Maid  could  e'er  my  heart  enuiare, 

Or  fix  the  fting  of  love. 

"  With  pipe  and  fong,  I  join'd  the  throng 

"  Upon  the  feftive  day ; 
u  When  on  the  plain  commenc'd  the  reign 

"  Of  Flora,  queen  of  May. 

,c  When  that  glad  day,  fo  blithe  and  gay, 

"  Smil'd  o'er  the  joyous  plain  J 
"  When  each  fair  maid  prepares  a  wreath, 

"  To  deck  her  fhepherd  fwain  ; 

"  Their  joy  1  fhar'd;  rior  danger  fear'd, 

"  Proof  to  the  pow'r  of  love ; 
"  No  fmile  could  e'er  beguile  my  heart, 

Or  my  affections  move. 

"  By  nymphs  carefs'd,  yet  ftill  my  breaft  . 

"  Could  keep  her  native  pow'r, 
ct  And  carelefs  view  Dorinda  too, 

«  'Till  an  ill-fated  hour  ! 
£  2 
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"  Ah !  wretched  me  !  one  fatal  mom 
"  I  view'd  the  lovely  Maid; 

w  Nor  longer  could  repel  the  dart, 
"  By  female  charms  convey'd. 

"  Ye  pow'rs  above,  propitious  prove, 

"  Your  aid  I  now  implore  : 
u  Incline  the  Maid  to  hear  my  prayer  ; 

"  My  peace  of  mind  reftore." 

Thus  morn  and  eve  did  Daphnis  grieve, 
While  many  days  revolve ; 

At  length  the  painful,  rankling  wound- 
Extorts  this  firm  refolve  ; 

tl  I  cannot  in  fuch  anguifh  live  j 

°  I  can't  her  abfence  bear : 
"  Once  more  I'll  try  Dorinda's  heart, 

"  And  tell  her  all  my  care*" 

Thus  while  the  Shepherd  mourn'd  his  fate, 

Far  from  his  playful  ftock, 
Two  fav'rite  lambs  ftray'd  from  their  dams, 

And  join'd  Dorinda's  flock. 
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Nor  whither  did  the  Shepherd  know 

His  fearches  to  purfue  j 
But  hoping  they  were  gone  that  way, 

He  wifli'd  to  ramble  too. 

Full  fraught  with  cares,  he  ftraight  repair* 

To  where  Dorinda  fed ; 
Fafl:  o'er  the  plain  the  anxious  Swain, 

His  eager  footfteps  fped. 

Frifky  and  gay,  in  wanton  play, 
The  fportive  lambkins  bound ; 

Their  dams  repeat  their  fofter  bleat* 
And  all  the  groves  refound. 

Now,  too,  the  fprightly  Linnets  fing, 
And  join  the  Woodlark's  ftrain ; 

The  Thrum  remote  and  Blackbird's  noU 
Unite  to  charm  the  plain. 

More  free  from  care  Dorinda  lay 

Reclin'd  beneath  the  oak  j 
Nor  did  efpy  a  Shepherd  nigh* 

'Till  Daphnis  kindly  fpoke.- 
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Daph.  Say,  lovely  Fair  !  haft  thou  fcen  here 

Two  lambs  of  fpecklcd  hue  ? 
In  hope  that  they  were  come  this  way, 

Daphnis  has  followed  too. 

Dor.     Why,  gentle  youth  !  to  tell  the  truth, 
Here  are  two  lambs  not  mine  j 
And  whofe  they  were  I  could  not  hear. 
Nor  knew  that  they  were  thine. 

Daph.  I'm  happy  then  that  they  are  here, 
With  thy  fair  flocks  to  join; 
For  now  they'll  (hare  thy  equal  care* 
And  fafely  feed  with  thine. 

Happy  am  I  that  this  event 

Has  favor'd  my  defign ; 
And  now  I'm  come,  may  I  prefume* 

To  tell  thee  they  are  thine. 

Dor.     Indeed,  kind  Swain  !  thou  doft  obtain 
My  friendfhip  and  efteem  ! 
If  aught  could  move  Dorinda-'s  love, 
Thy  kindnefs  lays  a  claim. 
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£>APH.     With  joy  I  give,  could' ft  thou  receive 
With  the  fame  warmth  of  love: 
Then  fhould  I  find  Dorinda  kind, 
■  And  all  my  griefs  remove. 

Por.     Forbear,  fond  Swain!  for  all  thy  pain 
Dorinda's  feelings  moves ; 
Nor  doft  thou  find  that  fuch  a  gift 
Dorinda  difapproves, 

But,  Daphnis  !   while  my  anxious  mind 

With  heav'nly  care  is  fraught, 
I  can't  approve  of  earthly  love, 

Nor  dare  indulge  the  thought. 

Think  not*  kind  Swain  !  dildainful  thoughts 

Dorinda's  heart  poflefs ; 
That's  not  the  caufe  why  Daphnis  does 

Meet  with  fuch  fmall  fuccefs. 

I'd  gladly  tell  thee  all  I  feel  j 

I'd  tell  the  gen'rous  youth 
The  reafon  why  I  feem  to  fly 

Such  conftancy  and  truth, 


4«  POEMS. 

Were  I  aflur'd  it  would  remove 
The  darknefs  from  thy  mind  ; 
And  prove  a  mean  to  ftore  thy  breaft 
-    With  fentiments  refin'd. ' 

DAPHt  I  Ihant  acquire  nor  e'er  afpire 
To  wealth  or  honours  great ; 
I'd  frill  remain  a  fhepherd  fwain, 
Nor  wifh  a  nobler  ftate. 

No  higher  aim,  or  happier  claim, 
Should  e'er  infpire  my  breaft, 

Than  this,  to  find  Dorinda  kind, 
'Twou'd  make  her  Daphnis  blefr. 

Dor.     Miftaken  Swain,  I  do  not  mean 
The  greatnefs  earth  can  give  j 
Nor  all  the  creature  can  impart, 
Or  worldlings  can  receive. 

for  all  the  joys  that  mortals  know 
Are  only  bleffings  given 

To  thofe  whofe  love  is  fix'd  above ; 
Whofe  views  are  rais'd  to  heaven. 
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When  grace  divine  refines  the  pow'rs, 

And  quite  transforms  the  .mind; 
This,  honeft  Swain  !  is  what  I  mean 

By  fentiments  refin'd. 

But  Daphnis  !  h'afte;  the  day  is  paft, 

And  Evening  (hades  the  plain; 
But  fure  I  can't  forget  fuch  love, 

Nor  e'er  forget  the  Swain ! 

Daph.  But  hark,  fweet  Maid  !  thro'  yonder  glade 
How  fwect  the  tabor  founds  ! 
To  the  fhrill  pipe  they  gayley  trip 
Upon  the  daify-grounds. 

Each  Nymph  and  Swain  upon  the  plain, 

In  harmlefs  mirth,   unite; 
Each  focial  pow'r,  this  tranquil  hour, 

They  cheerfully  excite. 

Sweet  Charmer  !   fay,  and  fhall  we  go, 

And  join  the  fportful  train? 
And  Daphnis  then  will  fafely  fee 

Dorinda  home  again. 


42  POEMS. 

Dor.     Ah,  courteous  Swain  !  the  fportful  trairt 
Are  no  delight  to  me : 
My  thoughtful  mind  no  joy  can  find 
In  their  feftivity. 

I  don't  condemn,  nor  thee  nor  them. 
Nor  think  them  worfe  than  I : 

But  fmce  I  fee  'tis  vanity, 
Dorinda  can't  comply. 

y 

With  ready  mind  I  oft  have  join't 

Nor  lefs  the  tuneful  ftrain 
Infpir'd  my  reed,  but  now,  indeed, 

Dorinda  muft  refrain. 

Daph.  Why,  fweetefl:  Maid  !  why  fo  fevere  ? 
Doft  think  it  is  a  crime  ? 
Muft  fadd'ning  gloom  our  years  confume, 
And  wafte  our  youthful  prime  ? 

Say,  Charmer  !  why,  not  now  enjoy 
The  calm,  the  peaceful  fcene  ? 

Why  not  poflefs  thy  fhare  of  blifs, 
Upon  the  cheerful  green  ? 
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Dor  .     Hadft  thou  e'er  felt  the  weight  of  guilt, 
Or  view'd  the  baneful  train. 
Thefe  evils  bring,  and  felt  the  fting, 
Like  me  thou  would'ft  refrain. 

For  mirth  and  wine,  and  munc,  join 

To  prompt  unchafte  define  j 
While  gay  parade  affords  its  aid, 

To  fan  the  lawlefs  fire. 

Thefe  all  combin'd  to  taint  the  mind 

Of  the  voluptuous  king  *; 
Ah  !  what  a  train  of  mournful  ills 

Did  his  indulgent  bring. 

Ram  oaths  precede  the  atrocious  deed ; 

While  the  enchantrefs  fought 
The  fanguine  bcon ;  'twas  granted  foon, 

And  in  a  charger  brought. 

Daph.  No  wine  inflames  thy  Shepherd's  heart 
With  one  unchafte  defire  i 
No  courtly  vice  pollutes  my  mind, 
Nor  vengeful  wifh  infpires. 

*  Matt.  xt.  j— la. 
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O'er  all  our  plains  fweet  concord  reigns  ; 

We  mare  a  mutual  blifs  : 
Sweet  peace  and  love  improve  our  joys, 

And  crown  our  happinefs: 

Dor.     Well,  Daphnis !   try  thy  boafted  joy ; 
Indulge  thy  harmlefs  mirth  : 
Perhaps  fome  day  with  me  thou'lt  fay, 
«  'Tis  but  of  little  worth  !'* 

Kind  Swain  !  Jarewell;  I  hope  thou'lt  feel 

The  joys  that  can't  decreafe, 
And  learn  to  know  what  pleafure  flow 

From  heav'nly  love  and  peace. 

Daph.  Sweet  Maid  !  farewell ;  but  could'ft  thou  feel 
What  pain  it  is  to  part, 
'Till  thou  beftow  convincing  proof 
That  thou  wilt  eafe  my  fmart— 

Dor.     Ah!  kindeft  Swain  I  feel  thy  pain, 
Nor  would  thy  hopes  deftroy ; 
But  ftill  my  mind  is  unrefolv'd, 
Nor  freedom  can  enjoy. 
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But  now  retire,  nor  more  require; 

Perhaps  the  time  is  near, 
When,  both  inclin'd,  with  mutual  mind 

We  foothe  each  other's  care — 

The  Shepherd  much  rejoic'd  to  hear 

Dorinda's  kind  reply ; 
And  homeward  lightly  tripp'd  his  way, 

Without  a  fear  or  figh  ! 

The  ev'ning  {hade  o'erfpread  the  plain, 

And  filence  reign*  d  around ; 
Save  where  Nights'  melancholy  bird, 
Made  ev'ry  grove  refound. 

In  thoughtful  mood  thus  fpake  the  Swain  ; 

"  And  is  Dorinda  kind  ? 
Whence  then  thofe  ferious,  cheerlefs  thoughts 

That  fill  Dorinda's  mind. 

How  blithe  and  gay  Dorinda  once 

Would  join  the  cheerful  train; 
Ne'er  was  a  Maid  more  free  to  fhare 

The  pleafures  of  the  plain. 
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But  now  what  cares,  what  penfive  airs,' 
Her  thoughtful  brows  imprefs  ! 

No  more  her  former  fmiling  joys, 
Her  ferious  pow'rs  poflefs. 

Her  views  are  chang'd  and  quite  eftrang'd 

From  all  terreftial  blifs ; 
And  heav'nly  love  fhe  feems  to  make 

Her  only  happincfs." 

* 

But  ftill  the  Maid  fays,  "  Don't  defpair ; 

u  I  hear  thy  fond  requeft  : 
"  Nor  can  the  feelings  e'er  deftroy, 

"  Which  nature  leaves  impreft." 

Still  more  !  the  Maid  fo  kindly  faid  : 

"  Perhaps  the  time  is  near, 
"  When**  both  inclin'd,  with  mutual  mind 

u  We'll  foothe  each  other's  care  !" 

This  me  declar'd,  while  truth  appear'd 

In  all  her  lips  exprcft ; 
No  art  or  guile  impos'd  a  fmile, 

Nor  e'er  defil'd  her  breaft. 
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The  ferious  cares  that  mark  her  brows? 

Her  beauties  don't  deface ; 
But  give  her  ft  ill  fuperior  charms 

Of  majefty  and  grace  ! 

I  fain  would  mare  thofe  virtues  too, 
That  grace  her  fpotlefs  mind ; 
To  nought  but  what  is  wife  and  good 
Could  fhe  be  thus  inclin'd. 

Sweet  charms  I  fee,  which  none  but  me 

Has  ever  yet  poflefs'd. 
'Till  me  affign  thofe  beauties  mine, 

Daphnis  can  ne'er  be  bleft. 

Nor  (hall  delay  too  long  my  ftay— 

Soon  as  the  morn  renews 
The  cheering  light  to  guide  my  way, 

I'll  tread  the  vernal  dews, 

Nor  leave  the  Maid,  'till  {he  declare 

The  fecrets  of  her  bread ; 
'Till  (he  approves  a  fhepherd's  love, 

And  gives  her  Daphnis  reft. 

IKD  OP  THl  FIRJT   PART. 


PART     II. 


THE  fmiling  dawn  peep'd  o'er  the  lawn, 
And  blufh'd  the  mountain's  fide  ; 

While  o'er  the  plain  the  woodland  choir 
Pour'd  forth  the  tuneful  tide. 

From  fhort  repofe  the  Shepherd  rofe, 
And  trac'd  the  dewy  fields ; 

While  riling  morn  adorns  the  fcene, 
And  ev'ry  object  gilds. 

Soon  did  the  Swain  the  fight  obtain, 

Of  the  delightful  fpot, 
Where  jeflamine  with  rofesjoin'd: 

Twin'd  round  Dorinda's  cot. 

Daph.     Dorindarife;  the  op'ning  morn 
All  nature's  charms  difplays  ; 
The  fragrant  breeze  fteals  thro'  the  trees, 
And  ev'ry  fwe<?t  conveys. 
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Dor.     How  Daphnis,  fay,  came  you  this  way  ? 
And  here  fo  early  too  ! 
Sure  fome  affair  of  mighty  weight, 
Daphnis  muft  have  to  do  ! 

Daph.  Yes,  lovely  Maid  !  I  muft  declare* 
'Tis  an  affair  of  weight 
That  to  thy  bower,  this  early  hour, 
Has  brought  my  hafty  feet.  % 

Thy  Swain's  requeft  thy  tender'breaft 

No  longer  muft  deny ; 

For  none,  Dorinda  !  none  but  thou 

» 

Can  give  thy  Daphnis  joy. 

\  ' 

<    Thy  kind  reply  has  eas'd  my  heart* 

And  fomewhat  cheer'd  my  breaft  J 
But  ftill  I  find  a  burdened  mind, 
My  fpirits  ftill  opprefs'd. 

£)oR.     Ah !  gentle  fwain,  thy  bofom's  pain* 
Nor  earth  nor  fenfe  can  move  ; 
Thou  feel'ft  it  ftill,  and  ever  will, 
'Till  rais'd  to  things  above. 
G 
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The  greateft  good  on  earth  beftow'd 

Is   ftill  with  pain  allay'd ; 
The  fulleft  blifs  we  here  poflefs 

Still  leaves  an  empty  void. 

Daph.  Ah,  lovely  Maid  !  what  thou  haft  faid 
Does  not  remove  my  pain  ; 
But  could  I  prove  Dorinda's  love, 
'T would  all  be  well  again. 

Dor.     Well,  gen'rous  youth  !  thy  love  and  truth, 
I  can't  the  leaft  fufpecT: ; 

But  wifli  to  wait,  in  patient  ftate, 

« 

'Till  God  my  choice  diredt. 

I  hope  to  trace  affifting  grace, 

His  pleafure  to  fulfill ; 
I  hope  to  do  well  as  I  know, 

My  Heav'nly  Father's  will. 

Daph.  This  morn  I  rofe  from  ftiort  repofej 
With  anxious  fteps  I  crofs'd 
The  dewy  plain  j  let  not  thy  Swain, 
And  his  fond  hopes  be  loft. 
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Indeed,  fweet  Maid  !  I  fhall  defpair, 

If  kept  in  long  fufpenfe : 
O  let  me  find  Dorinda  kind, 

E'er  I  depart  from  hence  ! 

PoR.     This  I'll  declare,  ('tis  all  I  dare,) 
No  other  Swain  fhall  prove 
Dorinda  kind,  or  ever  find 
An  Int'reft  in  my  love. 

No ;  gentle  Shepherd,  ne'er  will  I 

Regard  another  Swain: 
But  wifh  thy  love  was  fix'd  above  ; 

'Twould  foon  relieve  thy  pain, 

Paph.  'Tis  heav'nly  love  /hope  to  prove, 
When  I'm  with  heav'n  pojftfs'd} 
But  while  on  earth,  the  greateft  worth 
Dwells  in  Dorinda's  breaft. 

Por.     Miftaken  Swain  !  thou'lt  ne'er  ohtain 
The  wifh'd  for  blifs  above, 
Except  below  thou'rt  brought  to  know 
Th'  experience  of  that  love,, 
G  i 
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Paph.  If  nought  below  this  blifs  beftow, 
Then  why  thefe  warm  defires  ? 
Why  longs  the  foul  for  thofe  delights 
Which  love  alone  infpires  ? 

Why  does  the  bofom  droop  with  fear  j 
Or  why  with  raptures  glow  ? 

Why  joy  and  pain  alternate  reign, 
And  fluctuating  flow  ? 

Dor.     That  Nature's  courfe  retains  its  force, 
Dorinda  knows  full  well  j 
Too  oft  we  feel  its  influence  ftill» 
Nor  can  its  pow'r  repel, 

DaPH.  But  fay,  my  dear  Dorinda  !  lay,  . 
Why  not  regard  my  love  ? 
I  hop'd  to  find  Dorinda  kind, 
And  all  my  griefs  remove. 

Por.     Why,  kindeft  Swain  !  why  ftill  complain  ? 
What  can  Dorinda  do  ? 
I  can't  direct  my  kind  refpect 
To  any  one  more  true. 
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But  now  the  plain  calls  forth  the  Swain, 

His  fleecy  charge  to  tend  j  s 
Daphnis'adieu  !  I  hope  in  thee 

To  find  a  conftant  friend. 

Daph.  And  haft  thou  faid,  fweet  charming  Maid  f 
'   That  Daphnis  muft  depart  ? 
I  long  to  know  before  I  go, 
The  fecrets  of  thy  heart. 

Thou  doft  confefs  that  I  poflefs 

Thy  friendfliip  and  efteem  ; 
Ah,  fay,  fweet  Maid  !   e'er  I  defpair. 

That  'tis  a  tl  love  fupreme." 

O  could  we  (hare  a  mutual  care, 

And  our  young  flocks  unite, 
Dorinda's  love  I'm  fure  would  prove 
A  permanent  delight. 

Dor,     Our  love  fupreme  is  due  to  Him  ! 
Who  only  has  a  right 
The  claim  to  lay,  or  can  convey 
A  permanent  delight. 
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But  now  we  part  let  not  thine  heart 
With  anxious  fears  forebode ; 

But  may  thy  breaft  enjoy  the  reft 
That's  found  alone  in  God. 

Daph.  Sweet  Maid,   farewell !  but  O  I  feel 
My  fpirits  ftill  confin'd  ; 
I  want  that  peace,  that  fweet  releafe, 
That  has  poflfefs'd  thy  mind. 

Dor.     That  peace,  kind  Swain  !  thou  may'fr,  obtain, 
If  heav'n  direct  thy  choice 
To  chufe  the  love  enjoy'd  above, 
And  in  that  love  rejoice. 

With  anxious  thought,  I  vainly  fought 

A  blifs  that  cenir'd  here, 
And  ftrove  to  find  a  peace  of  mind ; 

But  ftill  I  met  defpair  ! 

What  grievous  pain  did  I  fuftain  ? 
y      What  difappointment  felt ! 

While  keen  remorfe  encreas'd  the  force, 
And  weight  of  confcious  guilt, 
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This,  Daphnis  !  was  Dorinda's  cafe, 

When,  witnefs  to  my  grief, 
Thou  fein  would'ft  know  what  caus'd  my  woe, 

And  fain  would'ft  give  relief. 

But  when  the  Lord^convey'd  his  word, 

With  comfort  to  my  foul ; 
My  captive  breaft  he  then  releas'd, 

And  made  the  wounded  whole. 

Thus  did  /find  a  peace  of  mind, 

May  Daphnis  find  it  too ; 
Yes,  'tis  my  earneft,  conftant  pray'rs, 

And  now,   kind  Swain  !  adieu.— »- 

Daphnis  withdrew. — His  words  were  fewt 

But  much  the  Shepherd  felt ; 
While  he  in  vain  ftrove  to  explain 

What  in  his  bofom  dwelt. 

But  when  at  large  he  fet  his  charge^ 

And  pour'd  them  o'er  the  plain  j 
Beneath  the  fhade  the  hawthorn  made 

Reclin'd  the  thoughtful  Swain. 
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The  blooming  thorn  adorn'd  the  plains 

And  fmil'd  in  veftal  hue  ; 
While  the  bright  fun,  with  golden  rays, 

Exhal'd  the  vernal  dew. 

But  flow  the  Thrum's  cheering  note,; 

Or  Blackbird's  boldeft  ftrain, 
Or  Philomel,  may  charm  the  vale, 

And  charm  the  vale  in  vain. 

The  fmiling  fcene  no  joy  convey'd 

*To  Daphnis'  gloomy  breaft, 
His  mind  was  fraught  with  penfive  thought 
And  all  his  pow'rs  deprefs'd. 

« 
But  fcarce  he  knew,  from  whence  he  drew 

The  fubject  of  his  grief; 

And  feebly  ftrove,  thus  to  remove 

His  pain,  and  get  relief. 

«  Ye  Pow'rs  !  reveal ;  what  'tis  I  feel  5 
And  whence  my  griefs  arife : 

What  can  deftroy  my  ufual  joy  ? 
Whence  comes  my  fears  and  fighs  ? 
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Dorinda's  charms  have  fir'd  my  foul, 

And  all  my  heart  engage  j 
But  tho'  I  find  the  Maid  more  kind, 

Nought  can  my  griefs  afluage. 

Her  mien  fedate  adds  greater  weight ; 

Her  converfation,  too, 
Seems  fo  refin'd ;  fo  chafte  j  fo  kind; 

So  gentle,  juft  and  true. 

Each  interview  which  I  renew, 

Her  beauties  brighter  mine ; 
But  brighter  far  in  her  appear 

Virtue  and  Grace  Divine. 

Oh  !  could  I  find  that  ftate  of  mind; 

That  heav'nly  peace  enjoy  : 
And  with  Dorinda  fweetly  mare, 

That  blifs  that  cannot  cloy  ! 

I  long  to  know  from  whence  can  flow 

The  anguifh  of  my  breaft ; 
Or  whither  now  can  Daphnis  go 

To  get  his  griefs  redrefs'd; 
H 
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But  the  dear  Maid  has  kindly  faid, 

Dorinda's  tranquil  bow'r 
Will  entertain  the  welcome  Swain, 

When  he  appoints  the  hour. 

I'll  foon  renew  the  interview, 

And  all  my  heart  reveal ; 
Strive  to  explain  my  bofom's  pain, 

And  all  my  anguifh  tell.— 

Not  many  days  the  Shepherd  ftays  j 

But  (anxious  to  renew 
The  vifit)  haftes,  with  hopes  to  find 

Relief  and  comfort  too. 

The  thoughtful  Swain  now  fhun'd  the  plain, 

And  thro'  the  folemn  grove 
Penfive  he  ftray'd,  beneath  a  (hade 

Sacred  to  ferious  love. 

Wild  hyacinths,  with  azure  tints, 

Enamel  all  the  ground ; 
While  lofty  trees  admit  the  breeze, 

With  a  deep- murmuring  found. 


/ 
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The  cooing  Doves  thro'  all  the  groves, 

In  plaintive  notes,   convey 
The  amorous  tale ;  while  the  deep  dale 

Refounds  the  uncouth  lay. 

The  Swain  alone,  thus  muling  on, 

Indulg'd  his  penfive  mind ; 
But,  with  furprife,  he  foon  efpies 

The  Maid  he  wifh'd  to  find. 

Thus  unawares  the  Maid  appears  ! 

Thus  unexpected  he ! 
Neither  could  tell  what  each  did  feel, 

Or  what  they  each  did  fee. 

What  tender  cares  in  each  was  feen  ! 

What  fweet  confufion  reign'd  ! 
No  art  or  guile  enforc'd  a  fmile, 

Or  their  foft  bofoms  ftain'd. 

Their  fpeaking  eyes  could  only  tell, 

And  trickling  tears  confirm ; 
And  frrongly  prove  the  ftrife  of  love, 

That  did  each  bofom  warm. 
H  2 


Go  POEMS. 

By  tears  reliev'd,  the  gentle  Swain, 

Compos'd  his  flutt'ring  breaft  : 
While  ardor  flung  his  falt'ring  tongue, 
Dorinda  he  addrefs'd. 

Daph.  Say,  lovely  Maid  !  and  art  thou  here  ? 
Thou  darling  of  my  foul ! 
Can  Love  Dorinda's  feelings  move, 
And  her  foft  pow'rs  controul  ? 

Dor.     Ah,  kindeft  Swain  !  I  can't  refrain; 
Yes, — thy  Dorinda  loves ; 
I  would,  but  now  I  can't  conceal 
What  all  my  paflions  moves. 

\ 
Dapk.  Then  may  this  grove  aufpicious  prove } 
Nor  eye,  nor  ear  moleft, 
While  here  we  range,  and  interchange 
The  fecrets  of  each  breaft  ! 

What  anxious  cares,  and  gloomy  fears, 

Have  fill'd  thy  Shepherd's  mind ; 

i 
Tho'  thou,  fweet  Maid  !  my  griefs  allay'd, 

Yet  foon  my  joys  declin'd. 
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Yes,  ftill  my  heart  retains  the  fmart ; 

Tho'  dear  Dorinda's  love    ' 
Gave  fome  relief,  ftill  there's  a  grief 

Thy  kindnefs  can't  remove. 

Dor.     Ah,  courteous  Swain  !  I  know  thy  pain, 
I  well  can  fympathize; 
I,  fure,  can  tell  what  thou  doft  feel, 
And  whence  thy  griefs  arife. 

Did  I  not  fay,  fome  future  day 

Perhaps  the  Swain  may  tell 
What  'tis  I  mean,  and  the  fame  pain 

Within  his  bofom  dwell. 

Soon  do  I  hope  to  fee  thy  mind 

Endow'd  with  heav'nly  grace ; 
Thy  fins  fubdu'd  j  thy  foul  renew'd, 

And  fill'd  with  lafting  peace. 

I  long  to  fee  true  fanc"tity 

Adorn  thy  gen'rous  breaft  j 
Nor  could  objecl,  fhould  heav'n  dire£t, 

To  make  the  Shepherd  blcft. 
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Should  I  explain  to  my  dear  Swain 

The  fecrets  of  my  mind  j 
Retain  thy  love,  nor  ever  prove 

Inconftant  or  unkind. 

Daph.  Indeed,  kind  Maid  !  thou  need'ft  not  dread 
Thy  Swain's  inconftancy  ; 
Ne'er  can  my  love  from  thee  remove, 
Nor  turn  to  cruelty. 

But  while  I  prove  Dorinda's  love, 
And  her  fweet  charms  enjoy ; 

I'd  wifh  that  peace  that  can't  decreafe ;' 
"  That  blifs  that  cannot  cloy." 

Dor.     Happy,  I  find  my  Shepherd's  mind, 
So  anxious  now  to  fhare 
That  peace  and  joy,  that  will  not  ceafe 
With  our  enjoyments  here. 

But  how  kind  Swain,  wilt  thou  obtain 
The  blifs  thou  long'fl  to  find  ? 

It  don't  from  earth  derive  it's  birth, 
Nor/uits  an  earthly  mind. 
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Daph.  Why,  lovely  Maid  !  haft  thou  not  faid, 
That  it  defcends  from  heav'n  ? 
And  thence  our  grace  is  all  deriv'd, 
And  peace  to  mortals  giv'n. 

Dor.     But  proffer'd  grace  we  can't  embrace, 
Nor  raife  our  abjecl:  views, 
'Till  pard'ning  love  removes  our  guilt, 
And  unbelief  fubdues. 

Guilt  and  defpair  make  God  appear 

A  dread  confuming  fire ; 
With  terror  we  his  juftice  view> 

Arm'd  with  revengeful  ire. 

Daph.  Dorinda  fay,  if  I  obey, 

And  fro oi  my  fins  refrain, 
Will  not  the  Lord  afFord  his  grace, 
And  banifh  all  my  pain  ? 

If  I  repent,  and  then  with  tears     * 

Of  grief,  my  fins  confefs  j 
Shall  I  not  find  that  God  is  kind, 

And  fo  re  ft  ore  my  peace  ? 
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Dor.     Noj — for  His  law  admits  no  flaw 
In  thought,  or  deed,  or  word, 
And  juftice  ftands  with  ftern  demands, 
And  wields  the  flaming  fword. 

Daph.  Nor  Ij  nor  you,  if  this  be  true, 
Shall  e'er  arrive  at  heav'n  : 
But  has  my  fin  fo  heinous  been 
That  it  can't  be  forgiv'n  ? 

Say  then,  dear  Maid,  muft  I  defpair, 

And  never  find  relief  ? 
Is  there  no  balm  to  heal  the  wound 

That's  made  by  fin  and  grief? 

Dor.     Tho'  fad  thy  ftate,  Gcd's  mercy's  great 
And  great  has  ever  been ; 
But  Daphnis,  thou  muft  not  forget, 
Thou'lt  not  be  fav'd  in  fin. 

Daph.  If  mercy  reach  to  none  but  fuch 
As  are  quite  free  from  fin. 
We  might  demand  life  from  his  hand, 
If  mercy  ne'er  had  been. 
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t)oR.     Hold,  Daphnis  hold,  fuch  words  as  there 
Become  not  fuch  as  we ; 
Soon  as  we  breathe,  our  doom  is  death} 
'Till  mercy  fets  us  free, 

Thefe  awful  views  our  fpirits  wound, 

< 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  grief; 
Anxious  thence  we  are  led  to  fly 
To  Jefus  for  reliefs 

But,  fimple  Maid  !  I  boldly  fpeakj 

And  all  my  foul  impart ! 
But  Daphnis  !  pra"y  do  not  betray 

My  unfufpicious  heart. 

Daph.  My  deareft  Maid  !  thou  need'ft  not  fear* 
Thy  Shepherd  ne'er  can  prove 
Falfe  or  unjuft,  nor  from  thy  truft 
Can  e'er  his  heart  remove; 

Bleft  be  that  morn,  when  I  forlorn 

Beheld  thy  grief  and  pain  ; 
Bleft  be  that  hand  that  thus  has  brought 

The  bleffing  to  thy  Swain. 
I 


66  P  O  E  M  §. 

Bleft  be  that  grace  that  thus  difplays 

Such  virtues  in  thy  breaft, 
And  thus  inclin'd  thy  virtuous  mind 
To  make  thy  Daphnis  bleft. 

Dorinda!  fay,  will  God  convey 

His  grace  to  fuch  as  I  ? 
I  long  t'enjoy  his  pard'ning  love, 

And  feel  his  prefence  nigh. 

Does  he  infpire  a  true  defire 

To  feek  his  grace  and  love, 
He'll  not  reject  thy  frail  requeft, 

Nor  will  unmindful  prove. 

Daphnis  !  explore  thy  Bible  more, 

The  facred  volume  trace ; 
There  may'ft  thou  find  fome  gracious  word 

That  fuited  to  thy  cafe. 

By  that  bleft  book  did  I  obtain 

The  little  that  I  know. 
Praife  to  my  God  for  all  beftow'd, 

And  all  he'll  ftill  beftow  ! 
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'Tis  by  his  word  our  gracious  Lord 

Directs  the  humble  mind ; 
Attend  with  care  and  fervent  prayer, 

Thou'lt  fweet  inftrudlion  find. 

Daph.  But  how  my  dear,  can  Daphnis  pray  ? 
Or  how  his  cafe  exprefs  ? 
Poor  fimple  Swain  !  he  can't  explain 
His  wants,  or  his  diftrefs. 

Dor.     That  God  who  gave  thee  a  defiie 
Well  knows  thy  fad  defect } 
He'ell  not  defpife  thy  feeble  cries, 
Nor  thy  defire  reject. 

*  But  by  what  mean  we  grace  obtain, 
Pray  Daphnis  don't  forget ; 
Thro'  Chrifr,  alone  the  finner's  pray'r 
Will  God's  acceptance  meet. 

Nor  doubt,  dear  Swain  !  but  foon  from  pain 

Thou'lt  find  a  fweet  releafe  j 
Tho'  now  you  mourn,  joy  will  return, 

And  leave  a  lafting  peace. 
I  2 
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The  thoughtful  Swain  then  homeward  went^ 
While  folemn  night  o'erfpread 

The  dufky  plain,  and  falling  rain 
Increas'd  the  thick'ning  (hade. 

Not  thro'  the  grove  does  Daphnis  rove, 
Nor  o'er  th'  unfhelter'd  plain  j 

But  by  the  woodland  fide  he's  fcreen'd, 
From  the  increafing  rain. 

The  boughs  o'erfpread,  embrown  the  fhade, 

And  add  folemnity 
To  the  fad  fcene,  while  bloom  and  green 

Quite  undiftinguifli'd  lie. 

A  dark  profound  !  No  cheering  found 

Sooths  his  increafing  cares  j 
The  Nightingale  denies  his  fong 

To  his  attentive  ears. 

The  diftant  raven's  hideous  croak, 
And  Screech  Owls  nearer  fcream 

Beget  firrprife ;  while  on  his  eyes 
Xhe  dancing  meteors  gleam. 
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Thro'  the  black  fky  fierce  light'nings  fly  ! 

The  plains  and  groves  they  {hew  ; 
The  wid'ning  blaze  the  fcene  difplays 

In  a  more  awful  view  ! 

And  now  the  thunder's  dreadful  roar 

Rends  the  tumultuous  ikies ; 
The  wide-fpread  oak  cleft  with  the  ftroke  j    . , 

It's  rain  proof  roof  denies. 

*<  What  (figh'd  the  Swain,)  can  all  this  mean? 

"  Whence  thefe  convulfions  rife  ? 
fl  Oh  !  had  I  ftaid  with  that  dear  Maid, 

*«  Nor  dar'd  th'  inclement  fkies. 

(<  Her  throbbing  heart  now  bears  a  part 

c '  Of  this  my  deep  diftrefs ; 
fc  Oh  !  had  I  ftaid  to  calm  her  mind, 

"  Or  make  her  terrors  lefs. 

"  But  that  dear  Maid  has  nought  to  fear, 

"  So  happy  and  fecurej 
f  No  guilty  fears  can  e'er  diftrefs 

'*  Her  foul  divinely  pure. 
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M  While  I,  poor  Swain,  in  doubt  remain 

"  By  guilty  fears  purfued; 
"  Nor  thought  my  fin  had  ever  been 

"  Of  fuch  a  magnitude. 

"  Who  could  have  thought  my  foul  was  fraught 

u  With  fuch  a  weight  of  fin ; 
"  None  but  my  God  could  e'er  have  (hewn 

'*  How  vile  my  heart  has  been. 

"  But  that  dear  Maid  has  kindly  faid, 
'*  The  Saviour's  precious  blood 

"  He  freely  fhed,  and  in  our  ftead, 
"  He  bore  the  wrath  of  God  ; 

**  Thro'  whom  each  pray'r  that  we  prefer 

"  Will  God's  acceptance  meet  j 
<c  O  may  I  now,  fubmiffive  bow, 

*•  At  the  Redeemer's  feet ! 

*'  Then  from  his  heart  the  Shepherd  pray'd 
"  Thus ;  «c  Lord  remove  my  grief; 

<*  To  my  frail  heart  true  faith  impart, 
**  And  help  my  unbelief. 
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*'  O  may  a  ray  of  heav'nly  light 

**■  Beam  on  thy  Servant's  mind  ! 
*  Then  fhall  I  blefs  that  heav'nly  grace 

w  For  fuch  a  wretch  defign'd. 

u  Soon  as  the  dawning  light  returns, 

'*  I'll  fearch  thy  facred  page  ; 
"  And  may  I  find  fome  healing  word, 

"  That  will  my  griefs  afluage." 

M  Now,  deareft  Lord,"  (the  Shepherd  faid,) 

*'  Thy  heav'nly  light  diffufe; 
tl  That  I  may  fee  thy  love  to  me, 

"  While  I  thy  word  perufe. 

"  With  humble  pray'r,  and  holy  fear 

"  May  I  thy  volume  trace ; 
"  Nor  let  thy  Servant  «'er  reject 
The  teachings  of  thy  grace. 

f*  I  fcem  to  fee,  (Ah  woe  is  me  I ) 

"  Mercy  and  grace  divine, 
u  But  ah  !  I  fear  I  muft  not  dare 

"  To  claim  the  blelTms  mine  ! 
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u  So  dark,  fo  blind,  my  earthly  mind* 

"  Vain  objedts  ftill  purfues  j 
"  Perverfe  my  will,  affections  vile, 

u  Unfandlified  my  views. 

<c  Tho'  fuch  my  ftate,  thy  mercy's  great* 
"  And  great  has  ever  been ; 

"  But  Lord  thy  pow'r  can  foon  deftroy 
"  The  reign  of  inbred  fin. 

"  This  word  of  grace  may  I  embrace, 
"  And  bind  it  to  my  heart ! 

*c  Here  would  I  reft,  believe  and  truft, 
"  Nor  from  this  truft  depart  1 

*  The  fun's  bright  beams  advancing  feem 
i 

"  To  chide  my  long  delay;     < 

"  I'll  now  enlarge  my  bleeting  charge, 

"  Nor  lofe  the  fleeting  day. 

w  Duty  demands  my  active  hands, 
"  While  God  demands  my  heart ; 

"  May  heav'nly  grace  teach  me  to  give, 
u  To  each  their  proper  part  \ 
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Nor  e'er  permit  my  wand'ring  feet 

In  finful  paths  to  ftray ; 
Thy  word  and  will,  direct  me  ftill, 

Along  the  narrow  way  ! 

Thus  pray'd  the  Swain,  'till  heav'nly  joy 

Difpell'd  each  gloomy  carej 
And  then  he  wifli'd  the  noon's  return, 

The  important  tale  to  bear. 


END   OF   THE   SECOND  PART. 


PART    III. 


THE  anxious  Swain  now  crofs'd  the  plain, 

And  foon  the  fweet  abode 
Appear'd  in  view ; — Dorinda,  too, 

In  watchful  pofture  flood. 

Nor  long  fhe  ftands,  for  when  fhe  fees 

Daphnis  defcend  the  dale, 
She  runs  with  hafte  to  meet  her  Swain, 

And  thus  prevents  his  tale. 

"  Ah,  deareft  Daphnis  !  art  thou  here  ? 

And  do  thefe  fleeplefs  eyes 
Behold  my  Swain  return'd  again, 

With  joy  and  fweet  furprife  ?" 

Daph.  Yes  ;  fweeteft  Maid  !  thy  Swain  is  here, 
Thy  Daphnis  is  reftor'd ; 
From  danger  he  is  fpar'd  to  tell 
The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord. 
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Dor.     How  keen  the  fmart  my  anxious  heart 
Felt  for  my  Shepherd's  fate ; 
How  ftrong  my  fears,  while  through  my  ears 
The  bellowing  tempeft  beat ! 

Daph.  Much  did  the  ftorm  my  fears  alarm ; 
My  coniternation  great ! 
But  keen  remorfe  my  bofom  pain'd, 
And  prefs'd  with  greater  weight. 

All  this  I  felt ;  while  confcious  guilt 

Form'd  the  moft  painful  part  j        «. 
'Till  heav'nly  love  remov'd  my  pains, 
And  eas'd  my  tortur'd  heart. 

Dor.     How,  happy  Swain  !  didft  thou  obtain, 
The  bleft,  the  wifh'd-for  peace  ? 
How  from  thy  grief  obtain  relief, 
And  whence  thy  fpirit's  eafe  ? 

Paph.  Indeed,  fweet  M^id  !  I  can't  declare 
The  half  of  what  I  felt; 
While  confcience  ftrove  ftill  more  to  prove, 
And  aggravate  my  guilt. 
K  2 
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But  heav'nly  grace,  with  pow'r  divine. 

Inclin'd  my  heart  to  pray ; 
And  by  His  word,  our  gracious  Lord 

Did  light  and  love  convey. 

Dor.     With  joy  I  fee  my  Shepherd  free ; 
With  joy  I  hear  thee  fay, 
That,  by  His  word,  our  gracious  Lord 
Did  light  and  love  convey. 

O  may  that  love  thy  doubts  remove  ! 

Still  in  that  love  rejoice  j 
And  may 'ft  thou  ever  perfevere 

In  this  thy  happy  choice. 

Daph.  'Tis  heav'nly  love  I  long  to  prove. 
And  heav'nly  grace  poffefs  ; 
But  cannot  find  my  heart  inclin'd 
To  love  Dorinda  lefs. 

Dor.     Ah,  gen'rous  youth  !  thy  love  and  truth 
I  can't  the  leaft  difprove ; 
When  taught  by  grace,  thou'lt  rightly  place. 
And  regulate  thy  love. 
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Make  thy  fond,  cares  and  earth's  affairs, 
Subordinate  to  grace ; 
Daphnis,  adieu !  each  duty  too  - 
Demands  its  proper  place." — 

The  Swain  withdrew,  for  well  he  knew 

Dorinda's  hard  requeft 
Did  not  difprove  the  truth  of  love 

That  dwelt  within  her  breaft. 

The  plain  he  crofs'd,  yet  ftill  his  breaft 
Some  anxious  thoughts  retain'd  j 

He  long'd  to  fee,  with  certainty, 
His  duty  full  explain'd. 

"  Ah,  figh'd  the  Swain,  could  I  obtain 

That  humble  confidence 
That  has  poffefs'd  Dorinda's  breaft, 

And  banilh'd  fcruples  thence  ! 

And  while  my  fheep  their  ftation  keep, 
With  eafe.my  eye  commands 

The  pleafing  view ; — my  Bible,  then, 
Shall  fill  my  empty  hands. 
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Now,  gracious  Lord  !  thy  grace  afford, 

And  light  and  wifdom  give  ! 
Each  precept  here  would  I  revere, 

And  ev'ry  truth  believe. 

O  may  1  learn,  thou  God  'of  love  ! 

Thy  will  in  all  things  here  ; 
And  find  the  way  that  leads  to  thee, 

And  in  it  perfevere. 

The  Shepherd  mus'd",  pray'd  and  perus'd, 

While  many  a  precious  truth 
Their  light  difplay'd,  and  joy  convey'd 

To  the  admiring  youth. 

The  length'ning  {hades  fpread  o'er  the  plain, 

To  reft  his  flocks  difpos'd  ; 
Then,  free  from  pain,  the  joyful  Swain 

The  tranquil  ev'ning  clos'd. 

This,  ah  !  this  happy  frame  was  fhort, 

With  the  returning  morn, 
(Tho7  late  his  breaft  with  peace  was  bleft,) 

His  doubts  and  fears  return. 
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The  far-fetch'd  figh,  the  moiften'd  eye, 

Declare  his  heart-felt  pain ; 
All  former  proof  was  not  enough 
To  make  him  trufl  again. 

In  fad  difmay  he  pafs'd  the  day, 

Nor  comfort  could  receive  j 
Nor  ceas'd  to  mourn,  'till  the  return 

Of  the  appointed  eve. 

Sorely  difmay'd,  he  peniive  ftray'd 

O'er  the  once  blifsful  plain ; 
Nor  object  found,  of  fight  or  found, 

That  could  remove  his  pain. 

When  he  arriv'd,  the  Maid  perceiv'd 

Something  diftrefs'd  her  Swain  ; 
But  could  not  tell  what  Daphnis  felt, 

Or  what  had  giv'n  him  pain. 

Dor.     Then  fpake  the  Maid. — Why,  dearejl  Swain! 
Why  art  thou  thus  difmay'd  ? 
I  hope  thy  mind  is  not  diftrefs'd 
With  what  Dorinda  faid. 
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Come,  Daphnis  !  fay,  whence  this  difmay  ? 

Whence  rifes  thy  diftrefs  ? 
Dorinda  fhares  thy  griefs  and  cares, 

Nor  can  their  force  fuprefs. 

Daph.  All  yefterday  my  mind  was  free; 
I  thought  myfelf  fecure ; 
I  thought  my  fins  were  all  deftrby'd, 
And  ev'ry  thought  was  pure. 

I  pray'd  and  read,  and  read  and  pray'd, 
And  found  my  mind  reliev'd ; 

But  this  fad  morn  my  doubts  return'd* 
I  fear  I've  been  deceiv'd. 

With  fmiles  array'd,  the  morn  difplay'd 
No  charms  to  Daphnis'  view ; 

My  mind  enflav'd,  my  bofom  griev'd, 
And  duty  irkfome  too. 

Dor.     But,  Daphnis  I  fay,  why  this  fad  day 
Should  bring  returning  pain  ? 
If  late  thy  breaft  fuch  peace  poflefs'd, 
Why  doth  it  not  remain  ? 


*>  O  E  M  S. 

Daph.  Ah  (vile  the  thought !)  I  wifh'd  that  nought 
Could  curb  my  ftubborn  will ; 
Would  God  withdraw  his  rig'rous  law, 
I  could  be  quiet  ft  ill ! 

Then  fays  defpair  j  "  Thou  muft  not  dare 

"  To  think  that  all  is  well, 
"  So  great  a  change,  fo  quick,  fo  ftrange^ 

"  To  no  one  e'er  befel." 

Dor.     But,  deareft  Daphnis  !  don*t  defpair, 
Thy  God  is  ftill  the  fame; 
(Eternal  love  can  never  change,) 
Jehovah  is  his  name. 

May  fov'reign  grace  reftore  thy  peace* 

And  make  thy  doubts  remove  ! 
And  may'ft  thou  fee  His  mercy  free, 

And  feel  His  pard'ning  love  ! 

t)APH.  Ah!  this  I  felt;  and  fweetly  dwelt; 
On  the  delightful  theme 
Of  pard'ning  love ;  nor  thought  'twould  proV* 
A  fond  delufive  dream. 
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Dor.'   From  whence. can  rife  that  dark  furmife  ? 
'Twas  thy  infernal  foe 
Infus'd  the  thought,  and  thus  has  wrought 
This  doubt,  defpair  and  woe. 

Of  all  thy  fin  that  lurks  within, 
Thou  haft  forgot  the  chief; 

That  hellifh  fource  of  ev'ry  fin, 
The  fin  of  unbelief. 

Daph.  But  ah!  I  find  an  earthly  mind, 
Affections  vain  and  vile  ! 
How  does  pollution  ftain  my  heart, 
And  my  beft  works  defile  ! 

Dor.     Dear  Daphnis,  do  extend  thy  view  j 
Enlarge  thy  fcanty  mind  ; 
See  what  thy  God  on  thee  beftow'd, 
And  what's  for  thee  defign'd  I 

Still  Jefus  thy  Redeemer  lives, 
As  yefterday  the  fame ;        i 

Nor  e'er  forfakes  the  foul  that  takes 
Its  refuge  in  His  name. 
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Daph.  That  Jefus  lives,  and  ftill  receives 
The  vileft  of  our  race, 
I  cannot  doubt  j  but  I  fufpect 
The  goodnefs  of  my  cafe. 

Dor.     Did  God  impart,  for  our  defeat, 
The  bleflings  of  His  hand ; 
We  might  defpair  j  nor  could  we  e'er 
The  fmalleft  good  demand. 

But,  Daphnis  !   raife  a  fong  of  praife,  / 

And  let  thy  joys  abound j 
For  Chrift  for  all  thy  fin  atones  j 

"  In  Him  thy  help  is  found." 

But  fee,  dear  Swain  !  the  (hades  regain 

Their  empire  o'er  the  night ; 
Wilt  thou  retire? — may  grace  infpire 

Thy  foul  with  pure  delight  ! 

Daph.  My  dear  Dorinda  !.  pray  forbear, 
To  urge  my  hafty  flight  j 
Remote  from  thee,  thy  wretched  Swain 
Can  ne'er  poffefs  delight. 
L  2 
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Dor,     If,  deareft  Shepherd  !  'tis  thy  wifh, 

I'll  now  attend  my  Swain; 
Prolong  the  tale  acrofs  the  dale, 

And  then  return  again. 

Daph.  Sure  ne'er  did  Swain  a  Maid  obtain 
So  virtuous,  kind,  and  fair  j 
Such  various  beauties  ne'er  before 
Fell  to  a  Maiden's  fhare. 

Por.     Hold,  Daphnis  hold  !  this  tale  thou'ft  told  j 
Nor  need'ft  thou  to  repeat : 
'Tis  God  who  gave,  if  aught  I  have 
That's  truly  good  or  great. 

Daph.  Nor  thou  difown  what  God  has  done, 
But  praife  the  hand  divine ; 
And  Daphnis,  too,  will  blefs  that  pow'r 
That  makes  thefe  beauties  mine. 

Dor,     Can  Daphnis  blefs  his  God  and  praif? 
Him  for  inferior  things  ; 
Yet  cannot  fee  thefe  nobler  gifts* 
Which  faving  mercy  brings. 
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Jf  pleafing  forms  of  mortal  charms 

Call  forth  thy  love  and  praife ; 
'  Then  how  much  more  the  boundlefs  ftore 
Of  everlafting  grace. 

But  now  the  night  its  curtain  fpreads, 

Nor  can  my  eyes  difcern 
My  humble  roof:  it  is  enough  ! 

Dorinda  muft  return. 

Paph,  But  fweeteft  Maid  !  I  cannot  bear 
Thou  fliouid'ft  return  alone ; 
My  beft  regard  cannot  reward 
The  kindnefs  thou  haft  fhewn. 

But  fure  this  inconvenience  foon, 

We  may  with  eafe  remove; 
If  thou  would 'ft  only  give  confent 

To  feal  our  mutual  love ! 

Por.     Ah,  Shepherd  !  what  will  be  our  lot 
Is  not  for  us  to  know : 
So  tranfient  is  the  fading  blifs, 
That  we  expect  below. 
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But  left  I  pain  my  faithful  Swain, 

I'd  ev'ry  fear  remove  ; 

This  much  I  dare  this  night  declare, 

Thou  haft  Dorinda's  love  ! 

I 

Ne'er,  deareft  Swain  !  can  we  obtain, 

Of  any  blefling  here, 
Aught  that  will  real  comfort  give, 

Except  it's  fought  by  pray'r. 

Afk  of  the  Lord,  and  he'll  beftow 

All  grace  and  prudence  too; 
And  all  our  ways  in  mercy  lead ; 

Adieu,  dear  Swain  !  adieu! 

Daph.  Dear  Maid,  adieu  !  next  interview, 
I  hope  thy  Swain  will  find,-*. 

Dor.     Ay,  deareft  Swain  !  thou  need'ft  not  fear, 
Thou  know'ft  Dorinda's  mind. 

The  Shepherd  now  the  dufky  plain 
With  fteady  footfteps  trae'd^ 

And  while  his  eyes  to  heav'n*were  rais'd, 
His  pray'r  he  thus  exprefs'd. 
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*  Now  gracious  Lord,  my  pray'r  regard ; 

«  Teach  me  Thy  facred  will, 
«  And  may  I  find  a  willing  mind, 

«  Thy  pleafure  to  fulfil. 

*'  Permit  me  not  choofe  my  lot, 

"  Regardlefs  of  thy  word  ; 
"  But  may  thy  fervant  ever  be 

"  Submiffive  to  his  Lord : 

"  Nor  eager  prefs>  with  fond  excefs, 

u  In  queft  of  earthly  joys j 
u  Nor  may  I  ever  dare  neglect 

•  The  blifs  above  the  {kies ! 

t 
"  Dorinda's  charms,  if  'twere  Thy  will, 

"  I  truft  I  could  refign ; 

"  But,  if  I  might  prefer  my  pray'r, 

"  O  make  Dorinda  mine ! 

"  But  Lord  thy  fervant  would  not  dare 
x  a  .Correct  thy  fov'reign  plan  ; 
«  Whofe  fkill  direds,  and  pow'r  effects, 
"  Whate'er  is  beft  for  man. 
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"  But  yet,  dear  Lord !  Thy  facred  word 
"  Commands  Thy  faints  to  pray; 

<c  Thy  ancient  faints  told  thee  their  wants, 
"  And  Thou  haft  led  their  way. 

ct  With  kind  regard  their  pray'r  thou'ft  heard* 
"  And  gave  them  their  requeft ; 

<e  Nor  only  granted  their  defire, 
«  But  all  their  bleffings  blefh 

u  Lead  thou  my  mind  a  theme  to  find 
"  Of  greater  weight  and  worth} 

tl  Direct  my  choice,  to  choofe  the  joys 
"  Of  pure  celeftial  birth; 

•  May  I  renew  the  joyful  view 

<l  Of  thy  forgiving  love; 
t{  And  fweetly  trace  thy  works  of  grace, 

"  And  all  Thy  ways  approve  !" 

With  peaceful  mind  Ddphnis  reclin'd) 

While  a  foft  pleafure  flows 
Thro'  all  his  pow'rs,  and  bleft  his  houra 

With  calm  and  fweet  repofe. 
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Thus  reft  the  Swain,  'till  o'er  the  plain, 

The  morning's  fmiles  difplay'd 
The  op'ning  dawn  $  then  fteals  away 

The  gloomy  lingering  fliade. 

But  Aire  'tis  time*  my  jingling  rhyme 

Had  rung  its  final  peal ; 
So  great  the  length,  fenfe,  found,  and  ftrength, 

Now  all  begin  to  fail. 

But  to  my  theme ;  the  cheering  light 

Spreads  o'er  the  gladfome  plains ; 
The  harveft-horns  falute  the  day, 

And  roufe  the  neighbouring  fwains. 

Now  Daphnis  hails  the  mining  morn; 

And  taftes  the  rural  joys ; 
And,  having  fed  his  Meeting  charge, 
'     Straight  to  Dorinda  flies. 

From  fweet  repofe,  Dorinda  rofe, 
And,  fmiling,  meets  her  Swain. 
Dor.  How,  Daphnis  fay !  cam'ft  thou  to-day 
So  early  o'er  the  plain  ? 
M 
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Daph.  Ah,  deareft  Maid  !  the  Shepherd  criesy 
I'm  come  to  prove  thy  love; 
Now,  would'ft  thou  join  our  hands  and  cares, 
Thou  would'ft  my  pains  remove. 

Dor.     But  how  can  we,  my  kindeft  Swain, 
Our  lovely  flocks  difpofe  ? 
Where  can  be  found  a  pafture-ground, 
That  will  them  fafe  enclofe  ? 

Daph.  If  that's  the  fear,  foon  from  her  care 
Dorinda  fhall  be  freed ; 
Thy  Swain's  home-ftall  will  hold  them  all  -r 
There  they'll  fecurely  feed. 

How  fweet  the  toil,  while,  with  a  fmile, 

Dorinda's  pleafing  care 
Shall  form  the  bands,  while  Daphnis*  hands- 

The  golden  fheaves  fhall  bear. 

Dor.     Ceafe  thy  fond  tale,  fee,  down  the  valey 
How  induftry  abounds ; 
See  how  the  Swains  forfake  the  plains,. 
And  crowd  the  harveft  grounds.- 
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Daph.  But  hold,  dear  Maid  !  I  cannot  bear 
To  hear  Dorinda  chide  ; 
My  heart,  my  all's  at  thy  command, 
And  at  no  one's  befide  ! 

Come  let  me  join  thy  flocks  with  mine,    . 

I'll  foon  return  again  \ 
And  hope,  my  Dear,  will  kindly  (hare, 

The  walk  acrofs  the  plain. 

Nor  let  us  wafte  our  time,  but  hafte 

To  the  appointed  fpot ; 
'Till  noon  require  that  we  retire 

Within  Dorinda's  cot, 

Then  o'er  the  plain,  the  Nymph  and  Swain 

Dorinda's  fheep  convey'd } 
Nor  did  they  wafte  their  precious  time, 

But  duty's  call  obey'd. 

And  now  they  reap  the  waving  corn, 

Till  noon's  bright  mining  hour; 
Then  from  their  toil  they  reft  awhile 
*  Within  Dorinda's  bower. 
M  2 
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She  kindly  deals  the  frugal  meal  j 

Nor  want,  nor  wafte,  intrude  ; 
They  fweetly  fhare  the  homely  fare, 
With  love  and  gratitude. 

Daph.  Come,  fays  the  Swain,  when  fhall  the  day, 
That  happy  day,  commence, 
When  we  fhall  fhare  with  mutual  joys^ 
The  gifts  of  Providence, 

Dor.     Pray  Daphnis,  don't  thy  joys  purfue, 
With  fuch  an  anxious  thought  j 
With  patience  wait  the  fhort  delay, 
Till  we  our  tafk  have  wrought. 

Let's  praife  our  God  for  what's  beftow'd, 
And  truft  for  what's  to  come  j 

His  hand  fhall  lead  each  ftep  we  tread, 
To  our  eternal  home. 

And  when  we  leave  our  work  at  eve, 

We'll  walk  our  flocks  to  view  j 
Then  o'er  the  plain,  we  may  again 

The  pleafing  theme  renew, 

i  .  ■ 


P  O  E  M  S.  93 

Thus  with  a  fmile,  they  meet  their  toil, 

And  pafs  the  time  away  j 
In  fweeteft  converfe,  till  they  fee 
The  calm  declining  day. 

The  fource  of  day,  with  golden  ray, 

Draws  down  the  ruddy  weft ; 
Dorinda  fays,  if  Daphnis  pleafe, 

We'll  from  our  work  defift. 

Daph.  And  doft  thou  give  thy  (hepherd  leave? 
To  ceafe  from  further  toil  ? 
Can  I  need  reft  while  here  I'm  bleft 
With  my  Dorinda's  fmile  ? 

Dor.     Fie,  Daphnis  fie  !  what  levity  ! 
And  doft  thou  well  to  j  eft  ? 
Plain  truth,  my  Swain,  would  beft  explain 
The  feelings  of  thy  breaft. 

Daph.  Forgive,  fair  Maid  !  if  aught  I've  faid, 
.  That  does  offend  thine  ear; 
Forbear  to  chide  ;  my  failings  hide. 
And  be  not  too  fevere. 
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If  my  warm  fancy  once  did  reign, 
And  o'er  my  j  udgment  fway ; 

If  paflions  rove,   it  is  in  love, 
And  love  to  none  but  thee  !      l 

Dor.     Dear  Swain  !  compofe  thy  ruffled  mind, 

And  eafe  Dorinda's  heart. 
Daph.  Ah,  ceafe  fweet  Maid  !  I'll  catch  thofe  tears, 

Which  from  thy  eye-lids  flart. 

Dor.     Come,  deareft  Swain  !  let's  o'er  the  plain 
Our  journey  now  purfuej 
Ere  Night  intrudes,  and  fo  excludes 
Our  flocks  quite  from  our  view. 

Daph.  My  lovely  Maid,  thy  willing  Swain, 
In  ready  pofture  ftands ; 
He  gladly  waits,  (nor  once  debates,)  . 
Dorinda's  kind  commands. 

If  aught  impart  to  my  fond  heart 

A  blifs  I  dare  approve » 
No  earthly  blifs  can  equal  this— » 

T'enjoy  Dorinda's  love. 
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Nor  can  Dorinda  prove  unkind, 

Nor  grieve  the  fondeft  youth, 
That  e'er  carefs'd  a  virgin  breaft, 

With  ardor,  love,  and  truth. 

Dor.     Ah,  deareft  Swain  !  of  ev'ry  care 
That  thy  dear  breaft  annoys, 
I'd  wifh  to  bear  an  equal  part, 
As  well  as  fhare  thy  joys. 

Whate'er  occur,  I  can  allure 

My  fond,  my  faithful,  Swain , 
My  tender  heart  will  bear  a  part, 

And  feel  an  equal  pain. 

Thus  both  reliev'd,  they  foon  arriv'd 

To  the  fweet  paftures  where 
Their  flocks  were  fed  j  nor  did  they  need 

The  watchful  Shepherd's  care. 

Daph.  Then,  fays  the  Swain,  while  we  again 
To  thy  fweet  bower  remove, 
.  Would'ft  thou,  my  dear,  the  way  prefer 
That  leads  us  through  the  grove  ? 
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jJ'vii*  But,  Daphnis,  fay,  will  not  this  way1 
Upon  our  time  intrude  j 
Since  night  begins  to  fhade  the  plain* 
It  will  our  fteps  delude. 

Daph.  Sweet  Maid,  forbear  thy  needlefs  fear  j 
Full  well  thy  £hepherd  knows 
Each  devious  way  ;  nor  is  the  day 
Come  to  its  final  clofe. 

And  when  'tis  clos'd,  we're  not  expos'd 

To  the  long  lofs  of  light ; 
The  full  orb'd  moon,  with  luftre,  foon 

Will  blefs  Dorinda's  fight. 

But  Were  the  light  fufpended  quite, 

Dorinda  need  not  grieve  j 
Thy  Swain  would  hope  to  foothe  thy  care^ 

And  ev'ry  pain  relieve. 

Befides,  our  God,  fo  kind,  fo  good, 

Forbids  our  needlefs  fear  ; 
The  darkeft  fcene  we  ever  knew 

Can't  hide  us  from  His  care.' 
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One  day,  thou  know'ft,  I  rov'd  this  way, 

To  reach  Dorinda's  cot  j 
And  found  the  grove  a  fcene  of  love  : 
<  Haft  thou,  fweet  Maid,  forgot  ? 

Dorinda  here  could  not  forbear 

Her  feelings  to  impart  j 
'Twas  here  thy  Swain  did  firft  obtain 

The  fecrets  of  thy  heart ! 

Could  I  here  find  thy  heart  refign'd 

To  £>aphnis'  fond  intent  j 
Could  here  thy  Swain,  his  wifli  obtaini 

Dorinda's  kind  confent  ? 

jDor.     Why,  deareft  Swain !  fo  anxious  ftill 
To  urge  thy  fond  requeft  j 
While  earth  infpires  thy  chief  defires* 
Thou'lt  not  be  truly  bleft. 

D  aph.  Didft  thou  not  fay,  "  when  clofing  day 
"  Calls  us  our  flocks  to  view? 
"  Then  o'er  the  plains  we  may  again 
"  The  pleating  theme  renew  ? 

~     <  N 
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Dorinda  !  fay,  why  this  delay  ? 
Since  both  our  hearts  are  one  ? 

0  !   could  I  find  Dorinda  kind 
Ere  next  declining  fun  ! 

Dor.     Ahr  deareft  Swain  !  I  greatly  fear 
Thou  art  too  much  in  hafte ; 

1  am  afraid,  thou  haft  not  weigh'd 
It  fully  in  thy  breaft. 

Such  warm  defires  infpire  thy  breaff, 
And  thy  fond  heart  beguile ; 

But  ev'ry  earthly  blifs  deceives 
And  falfe  is  ev'ry  fmile. 

Our  faireft  hopes  conceal  a  fnare  ; 

Our  fond  purfuits  a  pain  t 
Grief  mingles  with  the  pUreft  joys 

That  we  on  earth  obtain. 

Nor  {hall  we  e'er  be  free  from  care,' 
From  forrow,  grief,  and  pain, 

'Till  we  have  done  with  all  belowy 
And  heav'nly  joys  obtain; 
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Paph.  But  fay,  fweet  Maid  !  have  we  not  here 
The  liberty  of  choice  ? 
Has  not  our  God  that  gift  beftow'd 
T 'attend  to  nature's  voice  ? 

,Dor.     If  good  we  choofe,  or  ill  refufe, 
'Tis  not  by  nature  wrought  $ 
Nought  can  intrude  that's  truly  goo.d, 
'Till  Heav'n  infpires  the  thought. 

While  nature  reign'd,  pure,  and  unftain'd, 

No  vile  propenfity 
Inclin'd  to  ill,  but  all  the  will 

Was  perfect,  pure,  and  free. 

But,  fince  the  fall,  we,  one  and  all. 

Without  exception,  find 
The  human  will's  inclin'd  to  ill, 

And  all-deprav'd  the  mind. 

And  while  we  plead  for  nature's  aid 

To  guide  us  in  our  choice,  „, 

We're  fure  to  mifs  fubftantial  blifs ; 

We  truft  a  treach'rous  voice. 

N  z 
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Paph.  When  nature's  charms  infpire  the  breaft, 
And  animate  the  foul; 
Muft  we  the  foft  fenfation  check, 
And  all  our  pow'rs  control  ? 

i  • 
Muft  thy  fair  form  no  longer  charm, 

And  muft  thy  Swain  erafe, 

From  his  fond  breaft  what's  there  imprefsvd 

Of  each  attractive  grace? 

Can  I  forget  what  rapturous  joy, 
Thrill'd  thro'  each  throbbing  vein  ?. 

When  fome  kind  look  a  meaning  fpoke, 
That  che:r'd  thy  drooping  Swain  ? 

Dor.     Nature  well  us'd,  and  not  abus'd, 
Our  languid  pow'rs  will  raife; 
Thus,  view'd  aright,  (he'll  more  excite 
Our  gratitude  and  praife. 

Paph.  Oft  have  I  fought,  with  anxious  thought, 
My  mind  to  fatisfy, 
How  to  efteem,  or  what  to  claim 
Of  earth's  felicity. 
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Somestimes  I  find  my  cautious  mind 

Rejecting  all  things  here, 
And  rend  my  heart,  with  keeneft  fmart, 

And  fad  fufpicious  fear. 

PoR.     Ah,  deareft  Swain  !  I  know  thy  pain, 
And  bear  a  feeling  part ; 
Could  I  advife,  thefe  anxious  fighs 
No  more  mould  rend  thy  heart. 

This  I  can  tell  from  what  I  feel, 

The  human  heart  is  vain ; 
And  ftrays  abroad,  remote  from  God, 

Till  grace  its  flights  reftrain. 

Thus  may  thy  mind  true  quiet  find, 

And  Heav'n  direct:  thy  choice ; 
And  may'ft  thou  prove,  that  heav'nly  love 

Produces  heav'nly  joys. 

Daph.  Thy  kind  advice  informs  my  mind, 
And  gives  my  foul  relief; 
Of  ev'ry  good  that's  here  beftow'd* 
Dorinda  is  the  chief. 
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Ne'er  Shepherd  chofe  fo  fair  a  fpoufe, 
And  Heav'n  approves  my  choice ; 

Now  nought  remains  to  blefs  thy  Swain 
But  thy  confenting  voice. 

Dorinda  fay,  when  fliall  that  day, 
That  happy  day,  commence ; 

When  we  fliall  fhare,  with  mutual  care, 
Each  gift  of  Providence. 

Our  joy  and  love  each  day  improve. 
Each  other's  forrows  bear  j 

And  both  inclin'd  with  mutual  mind 
We'll  footh  each  other's  care. 

Dor.     What,  Daphnis  !  can  Dorinda  fay. 
Did  e'er  true  love  infpire 
So  kind  a  breafU — I  can't  refift ; 
I  grant  thee  thy  defire. 

Does  Daphnis  fay,  on  the  next  day. 
That  e'er  fliall  blefs  our  fight, 

Muft  then  my  Swain  his  wifh  obtain  I 
Mail  then  our  hands  unite  ? 


P  O  £  M  S.  103* 

Then  let  our  fervent  pray'rs  unite, 

That,  while  our  hearts  are  one, 
Celeftial  grace  may  guide  our  ways 

To  the  eternal  throne. 

Since  Heav'n  approves  our  mutual  love, 

And  grace  infpires  thy  breaft  : 
No, — virtuous  youth !  fuch  love  and  truth* 

Dorinda  can't  refill ! 

With  joy  they  part,  the  Shepherd's  heart 

Pants  for  the  bliftful  fcene 
Of  morning  light ;  and  chides  the  night 

That  flowly  creeps  between. 

So  fweet  a  morn  did  ne'er  adorn 

Fair  nature's  face  before ; 
The  Shepherd  prefs'd  with  hafty  fteps 

Tow'rds  his  Dorinda's  bower. 

Daph.  Sweet  Maid,  arife,  and  fhare  thofe  joy's 
My  happy  fpirits  feel  ; 
No  more  refift  my  fond  requeft, 
No  more  thy  love  conceal. 
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Ay,  deareft  Swain !  then  thou  art  here} 

So  early  in  the  dawn  ? 
Thou  foon  (halt  prove  Dorinda's  love, 

We'll  crofs  the  dewy  lawn. 

Straight  to  the  hallow'd  fane  they  went, 
And  join'd  their  cheerful  hands; 

Heav'n  fmil'd  propitious  on  the  deed, 
And  blefs'd  their  happy  bands. 


IND  OF  THE  SECOND  POEM* 


POEM    ILL 


CONJUGAL  FELICITY. 


HAPPY    IS    THAT    PEOPLE   THAT    IS   IN   SUCH   A   CASE:    YEA 
HAPPY     IS     THAT     PEOPLE     WHOSE    COD    IS    THE     LORD. 

Pfalm  cxliv.  15* 
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THUS  Daphnis  and  Dorinda,  happy  pair, 
With  hands  united  j  blifs  united  fhare. 
What  Daphnis  oft  has  wifh'd  they  now  enjoy : 
Their  mingled  floclc6,  their  mutual  care  employ; 
Excepting  when  domeftic  care  demands 
The  prudent  efforts  of  Dorinda' s  hands  ; 
Ne'er  happier  fhe  than  when,  upon  the  plain 
Attendant  on  her  kind  indulgent  Swain, 
She  mares  his  fweet  employ,  his  converfe  fhares, 
And  while  he  kindly  fpeaks  fhe  meekly  hears.— 

Daph.  Of  all  that  constitutes  terreftial  blifs, 
Can  aught,  my  dear  Dorinda  !  equal  this  ? 
With  thy  fweet  prefence  and  thy  converfe  bleft, 
And  claim  exclufive  fweetens  all  the  reft. 

Dor.  Yes,  my  dear  Shepherd  !  much  our  God  has  giv'fl, 
To  fmooth  the  rugged  path  from  Earth  $o  Heay'n  i 
But  ne'er  forget,  that  all  we  here  poffefs, 
^fuft  be  fubfervient  to  fuperior  blifs, 

Q  ? 
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Daph.  Such  I  could  always  wifh  to  be  my  views. 
Nor  would  thy  Swain  the  fweet  enjoyment  lofc  i 
Nor  think  it  is  our  heav'nly  Father's  will, 
Our  joys  to  damp,  or  our  fenfations  chill ; 
Or  our  moft  tender  feelings  once  exclude;  — 
Enjoyment  more  excites  our  gratitude. 

Dor.  All  this  I'd  freely  with  my  Daphnis  {hare  i 

But~ftill  remember  all  is  tranfient  here: 

Our  earthly  good  is  rather  lent  than  giv'n, 

Left  it  fhould  lefTen  our  defire  of  Heav'n. 

Yes,  Daphnis  !  thy  Dorinda  equal  feels 

All  the  fenfationS  pure  affection  yields ; 

■ 
Ay,  and  ere  now,  when  Daphnis  long'd  to  gain 

My  feeming-diftant  Love,  I  felt  thy  pain  ; 

I  felt,  and  wifh'd  to  fee  each  bar  remov'd 

To  love  my  Daphnis  as  my  Daphnis  lov'd  : 

This,  oh,  my  deateft  Shepherd  !  this  is  more 

Than  e'er  Dorinda  dar'd  to  tell  before. 

Daph.  No  youth  that  ever  tripp'd  the  verdant  -plain 
Was  e'er  fo  highly  favor'd  as  thy  Swain ; 
In  thy  dear  breaft  fuch  pure  affections  glow ; 
From  thy  fweet  lips  fuch  kind  expreflions  flow ; 
While  ev'ry  charm  "is  crown 'd  with  grace  divine, 
And  my  glad  heart  reflects,  «  And  fhe  is  mine  !" 
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Dor.  Yes,  Daphnis  !  I  am  thine  ;  and  the  dear  claim 
In  both  our  views  are  equally  the  fame  5 
But  muft  remind  my  faithful  Daphnis  frill, 
Our  claims  depend  upon  our  Maker's  will : 
He  has  a  right,  undoubted,  to  demand> 
When  e'er  He  pleafe,  the  bounties  of  His  hand : 
And  'tis  our  duty,  Daphnis  !  to  refign 
Our  little  claims  to  the  Great  Claim  Divine. 

Daph.  Ah,  dear  Dorinda  !  that  I  often  thought, 
When  thy  approving  fmile  I  anxious  fought; 
Yes,  when  fome  hopes  I  dar'd  to  entertain, 
And  joys  pour'd  in  on  thy  tranfported  Swain  ; 
pv'n  then  I  thought  alas  !  this  profpecl:  fair 
Muft  from  my  views  forever  difappear  ! 

Dor.  Ah,  deareft  Daphnis  !  this  is  nature  ftill; 
An  earthly  mind,  and  unfubje&ed  will, 
Dwells  in  thy  bread;  nor  will  it  thence  remove 
'Till  fuperceded  by  fuperior  lore. 
Oh  !  we  mail  ne'er  true  peace  and  comfort  find, 
'Till  we  obtain  a  meek,  fubmiffive  mind. 

Daph.  But  why,  my  dear  Dorinda  I  tell  me  why 
The  faint  muft  be  denied  the  anxious  figh  ? 
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Why  not  indulg'd  the  juft,  the  lawful  tear, 
For  lofs  of  neareft,  deareft  comforts  here  ? 
Mult  he  reject  what  nature  hath  imprefs'd, 
And  fweep  the  foft  fenfation  from  the  breaft  ? 

Dor.  Ah  Daphnis  !  fcruples  ftill  affeft  thy  mind, 
Npr  is  my  Shepherd  perfectly  refign'd ; 
But  let  not  thefe  diftrefs  my  cautious  Swain, 
Nor  let  thy  breaft  fuch  anxious  fears  retain  j 
Thy  God  will  more  illuminate  thy  way, 
'Till  it  (nines  forth  in  full,  in  perfect  day : 
And  then  wilt  thou  His  pleafure  beft  fulfil, 
And  afk,  and  know,  and  do,  His  hcav'nly  will, 

Daph.  Thy  kind  advice,  Dorinda  !  oft  has  prov'd 
A  fwcet  relief,  and  oft  my  doubts  remov'd. 
How  fhould  my  gratitude  to  Heav'n  afcehd? 
For  fuch  a  partner,  counfellor  and  friencj  j 
Whither,  ah  !  whither  had  my  pafliqns  driven, 
Hadft  thou  not  pointed  out  the  way  to  Heav'n  ? 

Dor.  For  this,  my  deareft  Swain  has  caufe  to  blef* 
The  rich  aboundings  of  unbounded  Grace  ! 
*Twas  only  Grace  could  the  diftincrian  make, 
By  Grace  thou  doft  of  ev'ry  good  partake  j 
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*f*he  rich  difplays  of  the  fame  fov 'reign  grace, 
Dorinda  too  has  equal  caufe  to  blefs :  , 
While  in  my  lot  life's  fweeteft  comforts  joim, 
Nor  this  the  leaft  :  **  My  Daphnis  dear  is  mine."-*-* 

Thus  {oft  and  fweet  they  meet  domeftic  care  j 
Share  equal  joys,  and  equal  forrows  fhare  j 
'Till  the  majeftic  riiler  of  the  day 
from  Cancer's  heights  pour'd  forth  his  fervent  ray ; 
Then  their  increafing  pleafures  to  improve, 
Appears  the  pledge  of  fweet  connubial  love. 

Now,  Mufe  !  now  touch  the  fofteft,  tendereft  firing  3 
Now  all  thy  moft  pathetic  numbers  bring ; 
Thy  fecret,  fympathetic  ftores  reveal, 
That  kindeft  huibands,  or  fond  fathers  feel. 
What  pen  e'er  drew,  what  language  e'er  exprefs'd 
The  anxious  cares  that  fill  the  father's  breaft, 
While  ftruggling  nature's  fierceft,  ftrongeft  throes 
Prefent  a  fcene,  unknown  to  all  but  thofe 
Whofe  feeling  pow'rs  are  fraught  with  tendernefs  ; 
Which  nought  but  deep-fetch'd  groans  can  well  exprefc ; 
While  hopes  and  fears  alternate  rend  his  foul, 
And  all  the  ftrongeft,  firmeft  pow'rs  controul. 
— A  vaunt  !   thou  vile,  licentious  libertine ; 
Let  not  thy  prefehce  e'er  pollute  the  fcene : 
Nor  let  thy  proftitued  tongue  enquire  j 
Here's  nought  to  fan  thy  bafe,  thy  lawlefs  fke. 
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But,  hear  !  "  Dorinda's  fife  ;  an  Infant  lies 
"  In  her  fond  arms,  and  crowns  her  pains  with  joys  j 
■  Go,  joyful  father  !  go,  congratulate 
K  The  joyful  mother  ;  nor  the  hand  forget 
<£  That  has  this  kind,  this  great  deliv'rance  wrought,- 
c<  And  the  dear  pledge  to  thy  fond  wi(hes  brought."— 

But  here  of  Daphnis  I  muft  drop  the  tale, 
For  all  my  language  and  defcnptions  fail, 
And  to  paternal  feelings  muft  appeal* 

The  kind  deliv'ring  hand  has  now  reftor'd 
And  the  dear  babe's  devoted  to  the  Lord ; 
A  female  babe,  whom  nature  hath  imprefs'd 
With  the  fair  form  Dorinda  had  poflefs'd. — 
While  Daphnis  thanks  the  Great  Deliv'ring  Hand, 
Dorinda's  grateful  feeling  thus  expand. 

Dor.  See,  deareft  Daphnis  !  how  our  gracious  Lord 
Has  thus  preferv'd,  deliver'd,  and  reftor'd  ! 
Now  let  our  tongues  our  humble  joys  exprefs, 
With  holy  love  and  heartfelt  thankfulnefs. 
To  God  let  our  united  pray'rs  afcend.— 
O  may  He  be  our  offspring's  guide  and  friend; 
And  early  plant  a  principle  of  grace, 
And  lead  her  in  the  paths  of  heav'nly  peace  ! 

Daph.  I'll  gladly  with  my  dear  Dorinda  join, 
And  make  her  pious  refolution's  mine ; 
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With  thee  I  fee  abundant  caufe  to  praife, 
With  thee  in  pray'r  my  warm  deiires  I'll  raife  j 
With  thee  anticipate  the  fweet  fuccefs, 
When  her  dear  mind  fhall  be  endow'd  with  grace. 

But  fure  thy  tender  Daphnis  can't  omit 
What  fo  imprefs'd  my  mind,  I  can't  forget 
What  anxious  cares  my  burden'd  breaft  fuftain'd  ; 
And  how  my  throbbing  heart  for  thee  was  pain'd  j 
How  did  I  long  to  bear  an  equal  part ! 
How  did  foft  fympathy  diftend  my  heart ! 
Ah  !  more  than  I  am  able  to  exprefs, 
And  none  but  thofe  who  love  like  me  can  guefs  ! 

Dor.  I  thank  thee,  dearefl  Daphnis  !  for  thy  care, 
Thy  kind  attention,  and  thy  love  fincere ; 
But  'tis  our  duty,  Daphnis!  to  refign 
Our  deareft  comforts  to  the  will  Divine. 

Thus,  thro'  the  variegated  fcenes  of  life 
They  fweetly  pafs,  unknown  to  ev'ry  ftrife, 
Except  what  holy  emulations  raife, 
Which  mould  excel  in  love,  and  pray'r,  and  praife ; 
If  aught  occur  to  give  their  bofoms  pain, 
Love  and  forbearance  heal  the  wound  again. 
Peaceful  and  calm  their  life's  fecurely  led, 
?Till  two  foft  fummers  more  pafs  o'er  their  head  j 
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Then  Providence  feems  to  complete  their  joy, 

AnJ  crowns  Dorinda's  wifhes  with  a  boy. 

The  babe  fo  ftrong,  fo  graceful  and  fo  fair, 

But,  (ah  !  how  brittle  our  enjoyments  here  ! 

Imperfedt  all  the  blifs  we  now  obrain, 

AnJ  all  our  plcafures  intermix'd  with  pain — 

What  fudden  fhocks  our  fanguine  hopes  await !) — 

Alas  !  tho  Mother  lies  in  hopelcfs  ftate. 

If  nature's  pangs  fond  Daphnis  felt  before, 
Sure  now  his  tortur'd  breaft  muft  feel  much  more  ! 
Ytt  he  to  rife  fuperior  to  his  grief, 
Strives,  and  retiring  fecks  from  God  relief. 
While  ftrong  emotions  labor'd  in  his  breaft, 
With  faith  and  pray'r  his  God  he  thus  addrefs'd : 
*'  Alas,  my  God  !  I'd  now  with  grief  confefs, 
"  How  far  too  fondly  I  thy  gifts  carefs  ; 
"  Too  much  with  Thee,  alas  !   they've  rivals  been ; 
"  Fain  would  I  fee,  and  feel,  and  own  my  fin  ! 
«'  Thy  fov'reign  pow'r,  great  God  !   I'd  likewife  own  ; 
w  Thy  right  to  aft  accountable  to  none : 
"  But  ftill  the  fraileft  mortal's  feeble  pray'r, 
"  OfFer'd  in  Jefus'  name,  Thou'lt  furely  hear ; 
*  Submiflive  now  this  mercy  I  implore, 
"  If  'tis  confiftent  with  thy  will — reftore  ! 
V  O  may  the  joyful  mother  live  to  fee, 
««  And- train  her  infant  offspring  up  for  Thee  s 
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u  To  future  ufefulnefs  her  life  prolong, 

w  And  let  recov'rin  g  mercy  fwell  her  fong." 

Thus  Daphnis  pleads,  nor  does  he  ceafe  to  plead, 
'Till  a  bright  gleam  of  joyful  hope's  <Tonvey'd  ; 
Such  health-returning  fymptoms  now  appear'd, 
As  the  poor  Shepherd's  drooping  fpirits  cheer'd. 
While  both  their  thankful  hearts  were  deep  imprefs'd. 
Daphnis  his  fair  Dorinda  thus  addrefs'd. 

Daph.  Have  I  obtain'd  this  blefling  from  the  Lord? 
Is  my  Dorinda  to  my  arms  reftor'd  ? 
When  firft  kind  Providence  the  gift  beftow'd, 
High  beat  my  heart  with  joy  and  gratitude ; 
To  equal  heights  muft  rife  my  grateful  {train, 
Now  my  Dorinda  is  reftor'd  again. 
May  many  happy  days  my  fair  one  blefs, 
Employ 'd  in  ev'ry  a£t  of  ufefulnefs  ; 
While  Daphnis,  and  our  rifing  offspring  (hare 
The  benefit  of  all  her  pious  care  ! 

Dor.  Ah,  Daphnis !  thou  haft  often  heard  me  fay, 
Our  bleffings  here  are  bleffings  of  a  day; 
So  tranfient  all  the  good  that  we  poflefs, 
Too  frail  to  conftitute  our  happinefs. 
Our  fondeft  hopes,  our  anxious  cares  are  vain, 
To  ward  off  death,  calamity,  or  pain  j 
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Nor  can  calamity,  or  pain,  or  death, 

Annoy  the  foul  that's  bleft  with  ftedfaft  faith. 

Daph.  And  did  mj£.  dear  Dorinda  feel  her  mind* 
Thus  unembarrafs'd,  peaceful,  and  refign'd  ? 
Could'ft  thou  thy  .Daphnis  leave,  and  infants  here,. 
Without  regret,  nor  think  the  Lord  fevere  ? 
Could'ft  thou  thy  title  fee  to  th'  heav'nly  prize, 
And  the  bright  fcenes  of  glory  realize  ? 
Could'ft  thou  with  calm  compofure  meet  the  foe,? 
Whofe  dire  approach  deals  univerfal  woe  ? 
If  thefe  thy  feelings,  thy  experience  this, — • 
A  prefent,  and  fure  pledge  of  future  blifs  ; — 
While  thy  frail  Daphnis  fear'd  each  fainting  breatlv 
Was  a  fad  prelude  of  approaching  death ; 
Nor  fear'd  I  for  thy  Shepherd's  life  alone, 
But  for  a  life  that's  dearer  than  his  own. 

Dor.  Well,  deareft  Daphnis  !  ceafe  thy  anxious  care, 
Bleft  be  the  hand  Divine  !  Dorinda's  here  j 
Preferv'd  to  love  and  blefs  the  kindeft  Swain, 
That  e'er  confenting  female  could  obtain ; 
Preferv'd  with  my  dear  Shepherd  to  unite, 
ri   :  make  this  life  a  fcene  of  fweet  delight; 
Unite  my  fondeft  efforts  to  improve 
Our  minds  in  heav'nly  joy,  and  peace,  and  love  : 
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Nor  lefs  unite  to  crown  thy  fond  defire, 
The  infant  mind  to  teach,  prompt,  and  infpire, 
With  all  that's  worthy,  virtuous,  and  divine; 
And  ev'ry  rip'ning  faculty  refine  : 
That  the  dear  babes  kind  Providence  has  given 
Be  ornaments  of  earth  and  heirs  of  Heav'n. 

Daph„  Dorinda  cannot  doubt  her  Shepherd's  carej 
In  the  fweet  talk  a  pleafing  part  I'll  bear  ; 
And  while  my  care's  engag'd  for  their  fupply, 
That  they  each  earthly  bleffing  may  enjoy, 
Over  their  tender  pow'rs  do  thou  prefide, 
As  their  immediate  teacher,  guard  and  guide. 

Dor.  No  !  Daphnis  I  can  never  doubt  thy  care  ; 
I  rather  fear  'twill  prove  a  hurtful  fnare : 
Oft  has  Dorinda  thought  thy  anxious  breaft 
Was  with  too  much  folicitude  imprefs'd ; 
But  knew  'twas  the  kind  feelings  of  thy  heart, 
And  that  Dorinda's  welfare,  form'd  the  greateft  part. 

Daph.  Yesr,-  this  thy  Daphnis  oft  has  fear'd,  and  felt, 
And  when  that,  (almoft  fatal,)  languor  dwelt 
Upon  thy  near  diflblving  frame,  I  found 
My  foul  receiv'd  a  double,  painful  wound1. 
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Firft  from  thy  danger  deep  diftrefs  arofc ; 
Then  did  my  will  my  Maker's  will  oppofe  i 
Nor  could  1  to  his  d.fpenfations  yield,' 
'Till  He  in  love  a  gleam  of  hope  reveal'd. 
While  my  too  fond  attachment,  I  confefs'd, 
I  felt,  would  ftill  prevail  within  my  breaft. 

Dor.  Ay,  thefe  thy  failings  thy  Dorinda  knows, 
And  knows  full  well,  they  from  affection  rofe ; 
Nor  need  I  fearch  my  Shepherd's  heart  to  prove 
Our  fond  attachment  to  created  love. 
While  we're  on  earth  we  both  mail  ever  find, 
That  earthly  objects  will  engrefs  the  mind ; 
And  tho'  thro'  grace  a  blefled  hope  be  given, 
By  which  our  views  and  hearts  are  rais'd  to  heav'n  j 
Yet  ftill  we  find  a  cleaving  to  the  duft, 
'Till  we  can  make  our  God  our  only  truft  : 
'Till  quick'ning  grace  our  grov'ling  fouls  revive, 
'Till  we  a  life  of  active  faith  can  live. 
But  faith,  and  ev'ry  grace  will  foon  decline, 
Unlefs  fupported  by  a  pow'r  Divine. 
Come  then  with  joy  furvey  His  grace  fo  free, 
His  fulnefs,  and  His  all-fufKciency  ! 
Tranfcendant  glories  ne'er  to  be  eras'd 
By  time  j  nor  e'er  by  accidence  defae'dj 
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Unchanging,  independent,  and  fecure, 
To  endlefs  ages  unimpair'd  and  pure. 
This,  deareft  Daphnis,  is  the  way  to  find 
An  humble -heart,  and  an  exalted  mind  ; 
This  is  the  way  to  know  the  creature's  worth, 
To  form  the  trueft  eftimate  of  earth ; 

"\>  tafte  the  bleffings  which  on  earth  are  given, 

is  the  kind  pledges  of  a  future  Heav'n. 
Now  ten  revolving  funs  had  witnefs  been 
To  their  foft  pleafures  of  their  tranquil  fcene ; 
Yet  frill  with  Daphnis  dwelt  a  fecret  wifh 
For  one  more  fruit  of  fweet  connubial  blifs  ; 
Twas  what  the  humble  Shepherd  feem'd  to  chufe, 
But  God  faw  fit  the  favor  to  refufe. 
For  gracious  ends,  though  now  to  us  unknown, 
He  oft  denies  our  choice  t'effedr.  his  own. 

Young  Daphnis  and  Dorinda  (for  they  bear 
The  names  and  features  of  the  happy  pair,) 
Now  promis'd  more  than  the  moft  fanguine  thought, 
Or  hope  that  in  their  parents'  bofoms  wrought : 
The  anxious  with,  and  no  lefs  ardent  prayer, 
Now  back  the  rich,  abundant  bleffings  bear. 
Their  fair  examples,  and  mild  precepts  prove, 
Their  piety,  their  prudence,  and  their  love  j 
Thefe  prove  the  means,  but  only  means  they  prove, 
It  is  divine,  difcriminating  love 
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That  efficacy  gives  ;  and  plainly  fhews 
That  'tis  from  grace  alone  the  blefling  flows. 
Tho'  nature  oft  oppos'd,  and  ftruggling  ftrove 
To  make  their  kind  attempts  abortive  prove : 
Yet  ftill  victorious  grace  the  pow'r  affords, 
And  we  muft  fay,  "  The  glory  is  the  Lord's.*' 
Now  ceafe  deluded  parents  to  exclaim, 

K  Alas  I  our  nature ;  here  lies  all  the  blame. 
"  So  fad,  fo  dreadful !  our  attempts  are  vain 
"  To  roll  away  the  ftone,  or  cleanfe  the  ftain  : 
"  So  much  impair'd,  polluted,  and  deprav'd ; 

"  So  much  by  fin  and  fatan,  man's  enflav'd, 

"  The  earlieft  motion  of  the  mind  difplays 

!c  An  enmity  to  God,  and  all  His  ways  : 

"  It  muft  be  left  to  fov'reign  grace  alone> 

"  This  muft  fuffice,"— "  The  Lord  will  have  his  own.'' 
Ah,  bad  conclufion!   diabolic  plea  ! 

Which  will  not  ftand  in  the  decifive  day. 

Dare  not  enquire  what  God  intends  to  do, 

But  read  His  mind  and  will  concerning  you. 

With  diligence  and  pray'r  the  means  improve, 

Nor  doubt  converting  grace,  and  pard'ning  love.— 
But  to  my  theme.     To  crown  the  parent's  joy. 

The  lovely  girl,  and  no  lefs  lovely  boy 

Now  fhew  the  bleft  efFecls  of  pious  care, 

Of  wife  tuition  and  of  fen  enf  pray'r. 
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With  growth  of  body  and  external  grace, 
Mental  improvements  keep  an  equal  pace } 
Well-pleas'd  to  walk  in  the  good  ways  of  God, 
And  tread  the  fteps  their  pious  parents  trod ; 
They  prove  a  prefent  blefling,  and  prefage 
The  future  comfort  of  declining  age.      v 

Thus  foft  and  ftnooth  the  joyous  feafons  move, 
Thro'  all  the  fweets  of  life  and  fcenes  of  love. 
Like  Agur,  they  are  neither  rich  nor  poor  j 
Tho'  fmall,  yet  quite  fufficient  is  their  ftore : 
Enough ;  nor  need  diftruftful  cares  intrude, 
But  fweet  content  and  fmiling  gratitude 
Crown  ev'ry  comfort,  foften  ev'ry  care, 
While  fan6tified  by  faith  and  fervent  pray'r. 

But  oh  !  how  oft  has  the  bright  morn  appear'd, 
With  gladd'ning  beams  the  fair  creation  cheer*d  ; 
And  to  the  ravifh'd  eye  and  ear  convey'd  ' 
The  gilded  object  and  the  tuneful  (hade; 
An  univerfal  joy  fpreads  o'er  the  plain, 
And  beauty,  harmony,  and  pleafure  reign  : 
Nor  one  appearance  feem'd  to  interpofe, 
That  would  prevent  a  calm  and  tranquil  clofe. 
But  ere,  (perhaps),  meridian  glories  rife, 
The  gathering  clouds  o'erfpread  the  azure  fkies; 
Collecting  vapours  all  their  force  engage, 
And  foon  expand  their  fierce,  tumultuous  rage  : 

a. 
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The  beauteous  fcenes  which  late  fo  joyous  rofe, 
Their  pleafing  profpecls  and  bright  beauties  c'ofe. 
How  great  the  change!   O'er  the  the  late-fportful  plains, 
Silent  and  fad,  wild  Confternation  reigns  ; 
The  light'nings,  with  a  forked  fury,  fly. 
And,  dreadful,   glare  thro'  the  tempeftuous  fky; 
While  clam'rous  peals  burft  from  the  thick'ning  gloom, 
And  rack,  and  rend,  the  agitated  dome. 

But  muft  the  tempeft  triumph  ? — ravage  reign  ? 
Shall  it  a  final  victory  obtain  ? 
Muft  this  fad,  fable  fcene  furvive  the  day, 
Nor  more  admit  the  foft,  reviving  ray  ? 
Behold  !  in  weftern  ikies  the  gloom  divides, 
And  days  bright  fouree  in  peerlefs  fplendor  ride's  j 
The  diflipatirtg  ctouds  new  charms  unfold, 
Skirted  and  ting'd  with  amber,  pearl,  and  gold  : 
The  op'ning  heav'ns  a  clearer  profpecT:  yield, 
And  brighter  beauties  cv'ry  object  gild. 

Who  would  have  thought,  when  die  bright  morn  arofe, 
That  noon  would  fuch  a  dreary  fcene  difclofe? 
Who  would  have  thought  when  fuch  confufion  reign'd, 
A  peaceful  calm  could  be  fo  foon  regain'd  ? 
Does  this  defcribe  myfterious  Providence 
From  feeming  ills  producing  beft  events? 
Yes ;  and  directs  the 'human  heart  to  fpare 
All  rafli  conclusions ;  arid  with  patience  bear  .,  ^ 
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All  feeming  ills,  till  wifdom,  pow'r,  and  love 
Appear,  and  all  our  pains  and  fears  remove. 

Or  turn  thine  eyes,  and  the  glad  farm  furvey, 
Which  oft  receives  the  fru&ifying  ray. 
There  gen'rous  nature  has  enrich'd  the  foil, 
And  cultivation  lends  her  ufeful  toil  ; 
There  fmiling  art  has  gracefully  difpos'd, 
With  beauty  plann'd,  for  fafety  ftrongly  clos'd. 
But  fee  beyond  the  rugged  ridges  rife, 
Whofe  fliapelefs  fpires  feem  to  aflault  the  fkies  j 
Upon  whofe  dreary  fides  deform'd,  forlorn, 
Huge  precipices  hang,  wide  caverns  yawn : 
While  down  below  the  fwampy  bogs  defcend, 
Where  whifpering  reeds  before  the  breezes  bend  ; 
Where,  from  the  fractur'd  earth,  the  woodcock  fprings, 
And  rav'ning  hems  expand  their  grizzl'd  wings  j 
While  howling  winds  rum  thro'  the  ruftling  fedge, 
Of  an  impending  florm  a  certain  pledge. 
And  do  thefe  dreary  fcenes  at  all  difgrace 
The  favor'd  fpot,  or  aught  it's  charms  deface  ? 
No ;  they  improve  its  excellence,  and  (hew 
Its  beauties  in  an  advantageous  view. 
So  oft  our  darkeft  difpenfations  here 
Are  {hades  to  make  our  mercies  ftill  more  bright  appear. 

Thefe  fcenes,  fo  much  familiar  to  my  view, 
To  my  fond  part  become  familiar  too  j 
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Long  have  they  liv'd,  and  lov'd,  and  much  enjoy'4 

Of  pleafures,  with  but  little  pain  alloy'd. 

But  ah  !  which  of  the  fons  of  men  are  free 

From  fore  di&afe,  and  fad  calamity  ? 

If  virtue,  piety,  and  pureft  love 

Could  ever  an  effectual  barrier  prove 

Againft  affliction's  pow'r,  my  happy  fwain 

Muft  fure  have  been  exempt  from  grief  and  pain : 

But  the  reverfe  appears  j  he  muft  be  tried, 

And  Heav'n's  Decree  muft  now  be  verified ; 

Each  fon  the  Father  loves  muft  bear  the  rod. 

To  prove  the  dear  relation  to  his  God, 

Now  dire  afflictions  thefe  bleft  favorites  feize  ; 

Lo  !  Daphnis  falls  a  prey  to  fell  difeafe. 

Now  fay,  Dorinda  !  where's  thy  confidence  I 

Thy  triumph  over  reafon,  flefh,  and  fenfe  ? 

Thy  former  fortitude,  which  the  near  view 

Of  thy  own  death  itfelf  could  ne'er  fubdue  ? 

Now  wilt  thou  fmile  at  fight  of  human  ill, 

And  fay  that  thou  art  no  more  than  humanftill  ? 

Ah,  no  !  now  what  foreboding  fear  prevails  ! 

What  dire  diftruft  now  thro'  her  bofom  fteals  j 
/ 

From  her  fad  views  each  earthly  comfort  flies. 
And  in  her  Shepherd's  death  each  dear  enjoyment  dies* 
And  what  ftill  darkens  more  the  gloomy  view, 
pis  intervals  of  reafon  fhert  and  few: 
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But  foon  the  Lord  his  faculties  reftores, 
And  rectifies  all  his  disordered  pow'rs.— T 
So  when  the  elemental  conflicts  ceafe, 
And  agitated  nature's  hufh'd  to  peace, 
The  lofty  billows  to  a  calm  fubfide, 
Soft,  fafe,  and  fmooth  the  ftately  veflels  glide  j 
With  port  in  view  they  fwell  each  joyous  fail, 
Wafted  before  the  fure-condu&ing  gale. 

Daphnis,  reviv'd  Dorinda  thus  addrefs'd, 
Tho'  faint  and  feeble,  with  difeafe  opprefs'd : 
;<  Ah  !  now  thy  Daphnis  haftens  to  his  end  ; 
u  But  God  will  be  thy  hufband,  portion,  friend; 
1  His  cheering  grace  will  all.thy  griefs  remove, 
"  And  give  thee  confolation  in  His  love ; 
"  He'll  never  leave  thee,  nor  his  feed  forfake, 
t*  Nor  ever  will  one  cov'nant-promife  break. 
"  Let  not  thy  faith  decline ;  we  foon  fhall  meet, 
"  Where  love's  more  pure,  enjoyment  far  mire  fwcet ; 
"  Each  foul  with  joy  be  fill'd,  with  praife  each  tongue, 
f*  And  Grace,  free  Grace,  fhall  fwell  the  ceafelefs  fong, 
"  The  glories  that  I  fee,- the  joys  I  feel 
u  Are  more,  far  more  than  I  have  ftren^th 
V  But  oh  !  I  faint—farewell— my  Dear  !- 

Thus  fpake  the  happy  Swain,  nor  could  prolong 
The  broken  accents  on  his  faltering  tongue, 


th  to  tell.  f 

!—  farewell."         ) 
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What  few  attendants  the  fad  fcene  furveyed, 

Were  thofe  in  whom  Grace  had  its  pow'r  difplay'd. 

Now  filent  fadnefs  filled  each  mournful  breaft, 

Except  what  fobs  Dorinda's  grief  exprefs'd. 

And  who  can  now  defcribe  her  deep  concern  ? 

Now  more  than  ever  her  foft  feelings  yearn ; 

In  fad  fufpenfe,  all-anxious  and  intent, 

How  many  wakeful,  watchful  hours  fhe  fpent ! 

What  deep  diftrefs  ! — Nor  was  it  her's  alone  j 

Nor  do  her  children's  griefs  relieve  her  own : 

Whom  thus,  this  mournful  accents,  (he  addrefs'd, 

While  mutual  fighs  their  mutual  griefs  exprefs'd : 

"  Ah  !  my  dear  children  !    I  would  footh  your  grief ; 

w  I  long  to  give  fome  fuitable  relief^ 

"  But  what,  fweet  babes  !  can  your  dear  mother  fay, 

"  That  can  our  forrdvvs,  cares,  and  griefs  allay  ? 

"  To  tell  your  father's  love  and  pious  care, 

"  Would  but  increafe  the  burden  which  we  bear ; 

•c  'Twould  only  aggravate  the  grievous  lofs, 

u  To  tell  how  fond,  how  kind,  how  juft  he  was. 

<{  Yet  ftil!,  ye  deareft  partners,of  my  woes  ! 

'$  There  is  a  fpring  whence  confolation. flows ; 

"  Your  God,  my  God,  and  your  dear  father's  God, 

**  Can  mix  his  comforts  with  the  chaft'ning  rod. — • 

"  But  oh  !  'tis  too,  too  much  !  'tis  too  fevere  ! 

fl  'Tis  more,  dear  babes  !  'tis  more  than  I  can  bear : 
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u  But  ah  !  what  have  I  faid ;  dear  Lord  !  forgive; 

u  My  former  faith  and  fortitude  revive ; 

<c  My  rafh  impatient  fpirit,  Lord  !  reftrain  3 

«  Permit  me  not  thy  dealings  to  arraign : 

"   With  meek  fubmiffion  may  I  bear  the  crofs, 

"  Perfuaded,  thou  canft  well  repair  the  lofs  !" 

Thus  mourn'd  Dorinda,  thus  her  children  mourn'd; 
While  fighs  for  fighs,  and  tears  for  tears  return'd  j 
'Till  Providence  conveys  the  faithful  friend, 
Upon  whofe  flcill  and  lcindnefs  they  depend. 
"  Dorinda  ceafe,  (fays  he),  kind  friends  forbear; 
"  I  fee  the  cheering  dawn  of  hope  appear. 

•  Behold!  the  hufband,  father,  friend  revive, 

*  In  whofe  dear  life  your  joys,  your  comforts  live." 
Who  the  glad  feelings  of  each  heart  can  tell, 

When  from  his  lips  the  cheering  accents  fell ; 
How  did  Dorinda's  bofom  beat  with  joy; 
What  holy  praife  did  all  her  pow'rs  employ : 
Each  wife  prefcription's  punctually  obey'd, — 
With  fondeft  heart  and  tenderer!:  hand  convey'd ; 
Goodnefs  divine,  (by  proper  means),  at  length 
Revives  his  fpririts,  and  reftores  his  ftrength. 

But  thro' this  doleful,  long  fufpended  fcene, 
What  fad,  what  foft  fenfations  intervene  ! 
What  tender  views,  fond  thoughts,  and  anxious  cares, 
What  clofe  attention,  and  what  fervent  pray'rs 
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Engage  and  agitate  Dorinda's  breaft* 
'Till  Providence  her  burden'd  mind  releas'ch 
Nor  lefs  does  Daphnis  feel  a  thankful  heart } 
Of  gratitude  he  bears  a  pleafing  part; 
Welcomes  the  fragrant  air  and  fertile  field, 
Which  to  his  growing  ftrength  frefti  vigor  yield; 
While  pleafing  gratitude  fill'd  ev'ry  breaft, 
The  fair  Dorinda  thus  her  Swain  addrefs'd. 

Dor.  Once  more,  my  Daphnis  !  let  us  join  the  praife, 
All  nature  feems  fo  e  mulous  to  raife  ; 
Nay,  fhould  not  we>  dear  Shepherd  !  more  than  join  ? 
Should  we  not  lead  the  fymphony  divine  ? 
Of  all  the  creatures,  to  whom  God  hath  given 
To  breathe  on  Earth,  or  to  be  bleft  in  Heaven, 
None  are  more  bound  to  yield  the  praife  of  love* 
For  prefent  joys,  or  future  hopes  above.— 
But  thy  Dorinda  little  thought  to  find 
So  frail  a  faith,  and  fuch  a  feeble  mind  s 
Oft  I've  fuppos'd,  afflictions  could  not  move, 
Nor  aught  affect  my  faith,  my  hope,  my  love  j 
But  ah  !  I  felt  how  weak,  how  frail  I  was  ; 
How  inefficient  to  fuftain  the  crofs  ; 
Thro'  all  my  own  affliction  faith  was  ftrong, 
I  found  my  trial  fhort,  my  patience  long :  < 
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fiut  now  (alas  !)  the  fad  reverfe  appear'd, 

Much  prefent  grief  I  felt,  more  future  fear'd ; 

While  unbelief,  impatience,  and  diftruft 

Declar'd  my  God  fevere— almoft  unjuft  : —  . 

May  Jefus  mew  me  by  a  light  divine,  "\ 

That  perfedt  strength  is  His,  and  weaknefs  mine  ;  > 

Nor  more  may  I  be  fufFer'd  to  repine.  -* 


Daph.  Mufl:  we  not  own  the  Lord  a  fov'reign  ftill  ? 
No  incident  but  executes  His  will ; 
His  wifdom's  equal  to  His  pow'r  and  gracej 
And  well  adapts  His  gifts  to  time  and  place : 
Tho'  changing  and  inconftant  be  your  frame, 
Thy  Savior  changes  not ;  He's  ftill  the  fame. 
Tho'  this  you  oft  may  fear,  aud  feel,  and  mourn 
Thy  Savior  has  no  Ihadow  of  a  turn. 
Nor  loves  He  lefs  in  the  moft  darkfome  night 
Than  when  the  morning  fmiles  with  cheering  light. 
What !  has  my  dear  Dorinda  quite  forgot, 
What  once  her  lips  exprefs'd  ?  her  Swain  has  not : 
When  I  was  in  a  fad,  defponding  frame, 
Thou  faidft,  "  The  Savior  always  is  the  fame, 
*c  And  ne'er  forfakes  the  foul  whofe  refuge  is  His  name 


,} 


Dor.  True,  Daphnis !  but  when  faith  and  hope  are  gone 
We  flight  the  Savior's  ftrength,  and  truft  our  own ; 

R 


130  POEMS. 

Then  fin  and  fenfe,  diftruft  and  difcontent, 
Deftroy  our  peace,  and  all  true  joys  prevent; 
Defertion  and  dejection  then  confpire 
To  banifh  every  hope  and  good  defire. 

Daph.  And  when  (o  far  departed  from  our  God, 
Can  aught  replace  Us  in  the  peaceful  road  ? 
Can  aught  to  the  poor  wand'ring  foul  reftorc 
The  confolations  which  it  felt  before  ? 
Yes,  love  eternal ;  love  both  firm  and  free, 
"^  Pledged  to  us  by  divine  veracity  j  — 
Tis  this,  and  this  alone,  that  Hill  fecures 
.  Oui  peace  and  fafety  while  this  life  endures ; 
And  this,  my  dear  Dorinda  !  only  this 
Can  crown  us  in  the  end  with  heav'nly  blifs. 
Then,  may  we  fpend  our  few  remaining  days, 
In  meek  fubmiffion,  duty,  love  and  praife, 
And  own  and  blefs  our  God  in  all  our  ways  ! 

Dor.  Yes ;  and  Dorinda  longs  and  hopes  to  find 
Her  foul  more  humble,  patient,  and  refign'd  : 
Find  more  fubmiffion  to  the  chaft'ning  rod, 
And  cleave  much  clofer  to  a  faithful  God. 

Thus  the  frail  Mufe  has  feebly  tried  to  paint, 
(Tho*  weak  her  colours,  and  her  language  faint), 


} 
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The  fcenes  of  fmiling  joys  that  blefs  our  eyes  ;  « 

The  fcenes  of  gloomy  cares  which  cloud  our  flries. 

And  mull  man  thus  be  dealt  with  ?  muft  his  joys 
Be  mix'd  with  pains,  which  half  his  blifs  deftroys  ? 
Yes ;  'tis  our  father's  wifeft,  kindeft  plan; 
Who  knows  what's  beft  for  poor  deluded  man. 
He  fends  us  mercies,  fends  afflictions  too, 
And  has  our  happinefs  in  both  in  view : 
Thus  oft  we've  caufe  to  thank  Him  for  our  pains, 
And  think  our  greateft  lofles  are  our  gains.  , 

May  I,  the  meaneft  of  His  fervants,  find 
The  crofs  convey  inftru&ion  to  my  mind  j 
And  reconcil'd  to  the  correcting  rod, 
Adore  a  Father's  love  in  a  chaftifing  God  ! 


ON 

MONOPOLY, 


MONOPOLY,  a  hideous  monfter  thou  ! 
Thy  few  gigantic  ftrides  mete  out  the  landj 
Thy  wide-fpread  arms  grafp  all  from  more  to  more. 
Thou  bane  of  peace  of  happinefs  and  joy; 
Author  of  violence,  diftrefs,  and  woe, 
Famine,  difeafe,  and  death  are  in  thy  train. 

Nor  India's  tawny  fons  alone  opprefs'd 
Beneath  Monopoly's  rapacious  paw ; 
Britains'  more  brave,  more  gen'rous  bofoms  groan- 
Could  we  but  alk  fome  hoary-headed  fire, 
He'd  tell  the  num'rous  ills  that  hence  have  flow'd  i 
He'd  tell. the  griefs  of  the  long  ninety  years 
That  have  elaps'd,  and  cloth'd  his  head  with  grey  ^ 
|f  fuch  a  bounteous  heav'n  has  ftill  preferv'd  j 
Has  ftill  fupported,  to  furvive  the  wreck 
Of  toil?  oppreflion,  want  and  luxury. 

$Jot  of  the  vile,  luxurious  train  I  aflc— * 
J  can't  exned  a  fair  detail  from  them ; 
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They  are  the  harpies  of  true  peace  aud  health, 
The  leeches  that  have  fuck'd  each  art'ry  dry. 
JJut  ftill  they  fternly  afk,  f  Who  made  thee  judge  ? 
*c  The  plan  that  thou  offiicioufly  condemn' ft, 
(i  Supplies  the  thoufands  of  the  poor  with  bread." 

No,  fordid  wretches  !  lux'ry  never  leads 
To  the  promotion  of  the  gen'ral  good  ; 
Nor  ever  yet  produc'd  one  fingle  grain 
Of  necefTaries  of  the  human  life  j     . 
But  by  excefs,  extravagance  and  wafte, 
It  always  has  the  fad  reverfe  produc'd. 
Still,  then,  your  plan  proves  but  eventual  good  ; 
And,  like  fome  dreadful  remedy,  prolongs 
The  ling'ring  life  of  a  declining  world. 
For  wicked  men,  as  well  as  wicked  modes, 
(Like  ravens  which  the  holy  Prophet  fed), 
Are  rais'd  to  feed  and  blefs  the  humble  poor ; 
And  then  like  fcaffblds,  when  the  building's  rais'd, 
No  longer  ufeful,  to  the  flame's  confign'd. 

But  my  few  years  and  fmall  experience  fail 
The  latent  train  of  evils  to  difclofe, 
Of  which  Monopoly's  the  fertile  fource. 
JJut,  afk  the  fage  juft  fummon'd  to  the  bar; 
Let  him  declare  what  he  has  feen  and  felt ; 
£nd  now,  with  fighs,  his  uncouth  tale  he  tel]?. 
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"  Muft  I  relate  how  once  my-happy  fire 
"  Peaceful  a  few  paternal  acres  held  ; 
<c  With  fweet  dependant  independence  bleft  ? 
"  Dependant  on  his  God  and  confeience  too, 
*c  And  wholefome  laws  his  fafety  to  fecure; 
*'  But  not  dependant  on  corruption's  fmile; 
"  Nor  knew  the  terrors  of  tyrannic  frown. 
*'  While  all  around,  his  cheerful  neighbours  fmil'd  j 
*  Each  happy  with  the  lot  that  Heav'n  affign'd, 
"  The  gen'ral  welfare  rais'd  the  gen'ral  joy  :* 
li  Seed  time  or  harveft,  cattle,  cart,  or  plough 
<l  Were  common  to  the  general  demand  ; 
"  While  love,  and  harmony  forbade  abufe, 
"  Nor  did  their  fons,  or  daughters,  e'er  refufe, 
<c  When  need  requir'd,  to  lend  their  ufeful  aid } 
M  Train'd,  or  for  mental  or  corporeal  toil  i 
*'  Fit  either  to  command  or  to  obey ; 
u  To  ufe  the  prong,  the  fickle,  or  the  pen. 
<c  Gen'ral  the  plenty,  was  joy;  gratitude: 
w  'Till  fome  fort  hand  laid  on  the  gentle  gripe, 
"  Nor  more  unclinch'd  'till  all  became  its  prey, 
u  While  fmiles  inform'd  them,  all  was  for  their  good. 
"  Soon  difpofTefs'd,  next  avarice  invents, 
"  And  then  adapts,  modes  of  frugality. 
tc  Provifions  rais'd  j  few  hands  are  now  employ 'd, 
<<  The  late  pofTefTors  moftly  turn'd  adrift, 
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14  To  feek  afylum  in  a  wretched  world  ;  , 

««  Where  few  they  find,  but  fufPrers  like  themfelves, 

44  That  fympathy  or  fuccour  will  afford. 

"  Poverty,  diflipation  and  diftrefs, 

44  And  each  concomitant  calamity, 

44  In  fad  fucceflion  fill  the  baneful  train ; 

u  Before  which  ev'ry  moral  virtue  flies, 

44  For  now  their  offspring,  deftitute  of  means^ 

44  Of  fuftenance,  and  of  inftru&ion  too, 

"  Become  expos'd  to  all  the  influence 

44  Of  Satan's  pow'r,  and  human  pravity. 

**  Hence  rifes  a  degen'rate  race,  unfit 

•*  To  fill  their  (rations  in  Society ; 

44  Hence  jails  are  throng'd,  and  gibbets  ftand  erec\ 

44  Which  both  inure  the  eye,  and  fteal  the  heart, 

44  '  Till  (the  laf}  efforts  of  Satanic  craft), 

*c  Army  and  Navy  fweep  the  refufe  off  j 

44  But  not  'till  the  contamination's  fpread 

44  Thro'  the  furviving  race,  prepar'd  to  fill 

44  Th'  expanded  jaws  of  all-devouring  War. 

44  Parochial  rolls,  which  heretofore  were  light, 

44  Are  fwelling  faft  ;  at  an  enormous  rate. 

"  Virtue  complains  and  avarice  refents. 

44  Hence  rofe  thofe  modern  nurs'ries  of  vice, 

44  Receptacles  terrific  of  the  poor, 

'•  Where  want,  oppreffion,  and  diforder  reign ; 
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"  Where  oft  inhuman  traffic's  exercis'd 

u  Exceeded  only  on  the  Guinea  coaft  j 

ct  The  charge  committed  to  fome  callous  wretch* 

**  -Compar'd  with  whom,  a  turban'd  tyrants  kind.'* 

Thus  far  the  venerable  fire  relates ; 
Till,  tears  defcending  down  his  furrow'd  cheeks, 
And  almoft  inarticulate  his  fpeech, 
He  ceafed  to  fpeak.     To  whom  I  thus  replied, 
Ah  !  ceafe  thy  forrows,  thou  haft  almoft  run 
Thy  deftin'd  courfe,  of  mifery  and  toil ; 
Thou'lt  foon  be  wafted  far  beyond  the  reach 
Of  ftern  oppreffion,  poverty,  and  pain ; 
With  Laz'rus  in  thy  Father's  bofoms  reft, 
And  there  receive  a  great,  a  rich  reward* 


ON 

INDEPENDENCE. 


WHERE  fhall  we  fee  an  independent  foul  ? 
Not  in  the  grafping,  avaricious  wretch, 
Who  wrefts  the  morfel  from  the  famiih'd  lips, 
And  the  fmall  pittance  from  th'  indubious  hand : 
Nor  yet  to  him  who  to  dominion  wades 
Thro'  feas  of  blood;  or,  to  maintain  his  pow'r, 
His  thoufands  and  his  tens  of  thoufands  flays. 
-  'Tis  not  the  captive's  cry,  or  courtier's  cringe, 
Can  raife  true  independence  in  the  breaft  i 
Oft  fondefl:  fav'rites  prove  the  fierceft  foes. 
Nor  this  the  worft  j  however  hard  the  heart, 
Some  feafons  of  fevere  reflection  force 
Their  way,  unwelcome,  to  the  confcious  mind; 
Tortur'd  imagination  rends  the  veil 
Of  tinfel'd  grandeur,  and  a  fight  difplays 
All  mark'd  with  dread,  dejection,  and  difmay. 
The  flimfy  forms  of  independence  fail : 
The  feign'd,  or  forc'dj  or  fancied  friend,  become* 
Either  fufpedted,  dreaded,  or  contemn'd  ; 
In  each  aflociate  an  aflaflin's  fear'd. 
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If  fuch  the  fccnes  meridian  fun  difplays, 

What  horror  muft  pervade  the  midnight  gloom  ? 

What  tho'  the-revel's  fafcinating  glare* 

With  fconces  blazing  artificial  day; 

And  pipe  and  viol's  captivating  din, 

While  banquets  pour  the  intoxicating  flood, 

And  fend  the  reeling  bibber  to  his  couch  ; 

Tho'  thefe  may  dazzle,  ftun,  and  ftupify, 

Yet  injur'd  reafon  foon  refumes  her  feat, 

And  all  the  falfe  infufed  fpirit's  fled. 

Then  ghaftly  phantoms  flit  before  his  eyes, 

Or  fome  pale  fpedtre  takes  his  folemn  ftand, 

And,  with  declining  attitude,  piefents 

The  clotted  hair,  gor'd  breaft,  or  mangled  limb  p 

The  widow's  moan  or  orphan's  louder  fcream; 

The  requiJitions  of  the  plunder'd  poor  t- ' 

Terrific,  thefe  accoft  his  eyes  and  ears, 

And  heighten  all  the  horrors  of  the  fcene. 

If  fuch  the  ftate,  and  feelings  of  the  wretch 

Who  grafps  at  independence,  at  th'  expence 

Of  juftice,  honor,  equity,  and  truth, 

Their  mock  importance  and  their  gay  parade 

Are  only  objects  of  contempt  and  fcorn. 


THE 

REVIVED  EGYPTICIAN  *. 


WHEN  David  after  Amalek  purfued, 
An  almoft  famifh'd  fugitive  he  finds 
Of  Egypt's  land,  forfaken  and  forlorn, 
J>eferted  in  the  moment  of  diftrefs ; 
His  mafter's  pity  with  his  profit  fails, 
But  David  finds  him,  and  affords  relief. 
Now  Thou,  great  David  of  divine  defcent ! 
Thou  root  and  ftem  of  Jefl'e,  condefcend 
To  teach  and  prompt  my  inattentive  mind ; 
Direct  me  to  difcern  the  ray,  in  which, 
Promis'd,  predicted,  and  prefigur'd,  fhine, 
The  matchlefs  glories  of  Emmanuel  : 
To  fee  how  far  Thou  ev'ry  type  tranfcends. 
Here  may  I  dare  to  intereft  myfelf, 
And  here  the  wretched  character  affume. 
But  O  what  vaft  defparity  exifts  ! 
This  exil'd  outcaft  had  no  guilt  incur'd, 
In  duty's  path  deferted  and  defpis'd, 
When  moft  he  wanted  fuccour,  and  fupport. 

*   i  Sam.  xxx    ti. 

S  a 
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Not  thus  with  me  j — my  Mailer's  mild  commands; 
Were  {till  more  fweeten'd  with  a  Father's  love  j 
Nor  was  I  from  His  gracious  prefence  fpurn'd, 
'Till  voluntary  exile  and  revolt 
Had  render'd  me  unworthy  of  His  grace. 
And  to  complete  my  wretched  character, 
In  hoftile  enmity  I  flood  engag'd 
In  full  defiance  of  the  Deity. 
Depriv'd  of  ev'ry  mean  of  fuftenance, 
I,  languifhing,  forlorn,  and  helplefs,  lay. 
In  time  of  love  my  David  patted  by  *, 
And  might  have  patted  me  by  without  a  fmile, 
Nor  had  cne  glorious  attribute  impeach'd  : 
But,  (blefled  be  His  name  !)  He  look'd  and  lov'd, 
Or  rather  let  me'  fay,  He  lov'd  and  look'd, 
And  thence  my  boundlefs,  endlefs  bleflings  flow. 
*  Ezek.  xvi.  8. 


ON 

WAR, 

O  WAR  !  thou  felleft  of  the  infernal  herd 
That  ever  prowl'd  the  peaceful  haunts  of  men, 
Thy  grin  terrific  makes  my  foul  recoil. 
How  hateful  thou  !  and  is  it  poffible 
Thou  mould'ft  find  cat'rers  of  the  human  kind 
Who,  fportive,  tofs  thee  thoufands  at  a  meal, 
On  which  thou  gorg'ft  and  leav'ft  thy  thoufands  more, 
All  mangl'd,  maim'd,  and  writhing  on  the  plain,. 
In  agonies  and  tortures  worfe  than  death  ? 

How  often  are  my  rural  walks  difturb'd, 
When  morn  or  eve  my  vagrant  Heps  invite, 
Lift'ning  to  nought  but  nature's  artlefs  founds 
Of  the  refounding  grove,  or  tuneful  fpray, 
Or  tender  bleatings  of  the  tinkling  fold* 
Paternal  love*,  or  fweet  domeftic  joy, 
Enter  my  foul  thro'  ev'ry  avenue, 
And  flow  with  rapture  round  my  throbbing  heart : 
When  lo  !  the  clangors  of  a  diftant  drum, 
With  noify  nuifance,  break  the  peaceful  calm, 
And  rend  each  foft  fenfation  from  the  foul  i 
While  grief  and  indignation  fill  my  Keart 
And  make  unwelcome  inroads  on  my  peace, 

*  The  Author  had  juft  received  (he  unwelcome  flewi  of  one   of  hi* 
|bns  having  entered  into  the  airar. 


PEACE 

AND 

GOOD  WILL  TOWARD  MEN, 


FROM  War  and  blood  my  timid  Mufe  retires ; 
The  dire  defcription  gladly  me  declines. 
Her  talents  not  adapted  to  the  tafk  ; . 
More  fitted  for  the  foft  pacific  fcenes 
Nature,  in  love  and  harmony,   difplays ; 
The  fpjrtive  flocks  j  the  yocal  grove;  the  gay 
Creation  vaunting  in  her  vernal  pride  j 
Or  rills  meandering  thro'  the  verdant  meads  j 
Or  culture  pouring  plenty  all  around  j 
Thefe  are  the  fcenes  the  Mufe  delights  to  trace  $ 
Thefe  animate  her  grateful,  glowing  fong  j 
And  hence  her  fofteft,  fweeteft  numbers  flow. 
Tho'  thefe  are  her  delightful  haunts,  yet  thefe 
She  is  not  able  fully  to  defcribe  j 
(5i4ch  myft'ry  is  involv'd  round  each  refearch  ! 
Tho'  obvious  to  fenfe,  the  foaring  thought 
Returns  unfatisfied,  as  uninformed. 
Much  lefs  can  human  pow'rs  inveftigate 
And  fcan  the  fubje£t  vaft,  profound,  fublime, 
The  height,  depth,  length,  and  breadth  of  Jems'  love, 
Tho'  paffing  knowledge,  yet  the  gracious  mind 
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Is  call'd  to  feek,  expatiate,  and  prove ; 
"The  bleffing  of  appropriation  claim, 
And  thence  the  happy  confequences  draWj 
Joys  full  of  glory,  joys  unfpeakable. 
Lord  teach,  incline,  and  confecrate  my  pow'rs 
To  dwell  with  rapture  on  the  heav'nly  theme ; 
That  love  divine  which  fav'd  my  foul  from  helL 
Praife,  everlafting  praife,  be  to  thy  name, 
That  fuch  a  wretch  as  I  thy  love  mould  (hare. 
Vileft  rebellion  all  my  heart  control 'd, 
And  long  I  heedlefs  heard  the  gracious  call, 
To  leave  my  fin  and  feek  my  peace  in  Godj 
'Till  fov'reign  mercy,  rich  abounding  grace, 
Directed  by  omnipotence,  prevail'd ;  ■ 
And  brought  me  forth  a  trophy  of  it's  pow'r ; 
A  captive  conquer'd  by  almighty  love. 
This,  this,  the  happy  faints  in  glory  fing ; 
May  this  be  more  the  burden  of  my  fong, 
'Till  its  increafing  weight,  with  wonder  raife 
My  ftrains  as  high  as  the  divine  abodes  ! 
Then  fhall  the  ceafelefs,  unpolluted  lay 
Re-echo  thro'  the  vail  empyreal  plains  ; 
While  lift'ning  feraphs  emulate  the  fong, 
And  look,  and  long  to  chaunt  redeeming  love  T 


6N 

DAVID'S  SIN  *. 


NOW  from  the  toils  of  war  the  conqueror  comes  ! 
But  why  fo  foon  return'd  ?  why  leave  the  field  ? 
Is  it/becaufe  he's  lefs  the  man  of  blood  ? 
Is  it  becaufe  the  fad  effecls  of  war, 
Depopulation,  horror,  and  diftrefs  j 
The  orphan's  and  the  widow's  piercing  cry, 
Affe£t  his  confcience,  and  afHict  his  foul  ? 
Is  it  to  heave  the  penitential  figh, 
Or,  confcious,  fhed  the  penitential  tear  ?  . 
No \  nought  cf  thefe  feem  to  affecT:  his  mind: 
Still  he  perfifts  in  war,  tho'  he  withdraws 
From  danger,  to  indulge  his  indolence. 
Joab  is  fent  for  ravages  and  blood. 
To  feize,  befiege,  and  depredations  fpread 
Thro'  the  defencelefs  cities  of  the  foe; 
Whilft  he  effeminately  keeps  his  court, 
In  wanton  mood  he  feeking  am'rous  fcenes 
That  are  productive  of  unchafte  defirej 
To  the  houfe-top  he  hyes ; — for  what  employ  ? 
*  z  Sam.  xi.  2. 
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Like  Peter  to  improve  the  hour  of  pray*r, 

And  wait  a  gracious  vifit  from  his  God  ? 

Not  thus  with  David  now — 'tis  eventide ; 

Juft  rifing  from  his  couch,  ftrong  paflions  flow, 

(By  wine  pro vok'd,) thro'  ev'ry  throbbing  vein. 

The  fatal  fountain  feafts  his  lawlefs  eye, 

And  gufhes  round  his  captivated  heart  j 

For  there  the  beauteous  Bathiheba  appears, 

With  ev'ry  charm  to  tempt  the  bafe  defire 
That  ftern  aufterity  could  fcarce  refill ; 

Much  lefs  the  fond,  the  frail  voluptuous  king  ! 

Injuftice,  murder,  and  adultery 

Lead  the  proceflion  of  the  baneful  train.. 

Alas  !  when  duty  and  devotion  fail  j 

When  graces  languifh,  and  when  faith  declines, 

The  watchful  foe  the  guardlefs  moment  marks, 

And  to  our  view  the  gilded  bait  prefents, 

Obferve  the  artful,  fafcinating  fnare  j 
Sure  ne'er  vyras  greater  impofition  laid 
On  unfufpe&ing  honefty  and  truth. 

Methink  I  hear  the  faithful  Hittite  fay, 
When  prefs'd  to  tafte  the  fweets  of  wedded  love, 
The  foft  indulgence  of  domeftic  joys.— 

"  If  pious,  or  if  patriotic  zeal, 
f  Or  loyalry  <j»d  e'er  a  breaft  infpire, 
f*  Thy  fervant  feels,  my  Lord  !  their  utmoft  forc« 
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'<  Faft  binding  ev'ry  operative  pow'r 

"  To  diligence,  and  firm  fidelity. 

¥  So  juft  a  caufe  j.  fo  good,  fo  kind  a  king, 

«<  So  great  the  facrifices  that  are  made 

"  Demand  Uriah's  fclf-denial  too. 

w  Not  that  I  would  contemn  the  joys  of  love 

<c  Nor  would  I  one  (oft  feeling  extirpate, 

"  No  i  when  th'  enrapturM  conqueror  returns 

"  Full-fledg'd  with  victory,  he  then  will  find 

"  Th2  fair,  the  faithful  partner  of  his  bed, 

<l  With  glowing  charms  improv'd  by  abfence,  crown 

*'  The  utmoft  wifh  of  fond  Uriah's  heart. 

Now  fain  I'd  bury  in  eternal  night, 
The  vile  intentions  of  the  treach'rous  king  \ 
What  colours  can  the  dreadful  picture  draw  ! 
Is  this  the  faint  ?  O  tell  it  not  in  Gath ; 
Nor  thro'  Afkelon's  ftreets  the  tidings  fpread  j 
Left  the  uncircumcifed  triumph  more.  — 

But  fee  the  unfufpedling  Hittite  march ; 
What  paffions  fire  his  bold  heroic  breaft  ! 
How  anxious  to  exprefs  his  loyalty, 
And  iirm  attachment  to  his  mailer's  caufe  j 
Nor  lefs  infpir'd  with  hopes  of  fafe  return, 
And  fweet  enjoyment  of  domeftic  blifs. 
See  how  the  hero  ev'ry  danger  braves  j 
Engages  in  the  hotteft  of  the  fight,— 
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And  in  the  hotteft  of  the  fight  he  falls ; 

And  falls  a  vi&im  to  infernal  guile. 

For  Joab  now  obeys  the  King's  command ; 

Becomes  his  creature  in  the  cruel  caufe; 

His  Matter's  mild  command  he  once  defpis'd, 

Dictated  by  paternal  love,  and  care, 

"  Deal  gently  with  the  young  man  Abfalom;" 

But  Joab  now  obeys  ;— -nor  Heav'n  forgets, 

When  the  fucceeding  king  afcends  the  throne, 

Unpitied  and  unprivileg'd  he  falls, 

Tho'  he  for  refuge  to  an  altar  fled  ! 

Now  Bathfheba,  inform'd  of  the  event, 
A  mournful  tire  and  attitude  afl[umes ; 
Nor  knew,  perhaps,  how  far  flie  was  the  caufe ; 
But  ftill  the  awful  fcene,  no  doubt,  recall'd 
The  keen  remembrance  of  thofe  purer  joys 
That  fweet  connubial  faith  and  love  infpires 
When  intermingling  fouls  their  ftrifes  engage 
Rather  to  give  than  to  receive  delight) 
And  conftitutes  the  moft  confummate  blifs 
That  can  from  earthly  bleffings  be  deriv'd. 
Now  nought  is  lefc  her  but  (with  guilt  and  fhame), 
The  fulfome  furfeits  of  the  adult'rous  bed.  * 
She'd  caufe  to  mourn,  for  now  her  all  was  gone. 
Guilt  never  wounds  fo  deep,  as  when  defpair 
Declares  that  caufe  and  cure  are  both  remov'dj 

T  2 
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It  points  and  poifons  the  envenom'd  dart, 
And  tortures  every  feeling  of  the  foul. 

Now  Nathan's  on  th'  important  mefTage  fent ; 
And  by  the  moft  pathetic  parable 
Conviction  fixes,  and  confeflion  draws  j 
And  then  to  David's  wounded  foul  applies 
The  balm ;— -"  The  Lord  hath  put  away  thy  fin." 
But  ftill  alas  !  the  fad  effects  remain ; 
The  fword  is  nevex*  fuffer'd  to  depart 
From  his  diforder'd  houfe  *,  nor  from  his  mind 
While  life  remains,  is  the  remembrance  ras'd  j 
But  fends  the  faint  lamenting  to  his  tomb  ! 

*  z  Sam;  xii.  to.    z  Sam.  xxiii.  }. 


THE  MUSE  IN  WINTER. 

NOW  let  my  barren  Mufe  revive,  and  view 
Emancipated  nature  *  burft  her  bonds  ; 
Who  long  in  frozen  chains  has  been  confin'd  j 
Hidden  beneath  the  veftal  veil  of  mow, 
When  pafture  fallow  and  the  infant  grain 
All  indifcriminately  lay  conceal'd. 
But  now  the  milder  breeze,  and  moift'ning  rain, 
And  mollifying  ray,  diffufive  fpread 
Their  foft'ning  influence  thro'  th'  obdurate  earth. 
Nature  once  more  her  varying  hues  difplays, 
Profufely  fpreading  various  bleffings  round. 

Nor  lefs  the  Mufe  a  barren  feafon  found ; 
Her  flow,  her  (hallow  current  often  froze ! 
Sometimes  indeed  a  tranfient  gleam  appear 'd, 
Whofe  vivifying  influence  would  draw, 
A  reptile  thought  forth  from  his  abject  cell, 
That  ftrove  to  ftruggle  into  perfect  life  ; 
But  foon,  alas  !  the  chilling  blaft  arofe, 
And  fancy's  feeble  offspring  died  away  ! 

Ye  who  have  felt  poetic  inftinft,  fay, 
How  oft  imagination's  eager  hand 
Has  caught  at  fparks  of  fancied  excellence, 

*  Alluding  to  the  great  froft  and  fnovy  in  the  year  179$. 
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And  warm'd  the  pa/lions  with  a  tranfient  glow; 

But  ere  deliberation  dar'u  approach 

To  fix,  or  firm,  or  realize  the  thought^ 

Like  rifing  vapors  in  a  fwampy  foil 

The  half-feen  phantom's  in  a  moment  fled. 

So,  on  a  funny  hill,   fome  gentle  nymph 

Forth-ftepping  from  th'  embow'ring  (hade  that  crowns 

The  lovely  fpot  with  verdant  oak  and  beech, 

Surveys  the  far-extended  vale  below, 

With  many  a  flock  and  fhepherd  interfpers'd. 

Perhaps  the  faireft,  and  the  neareft  too, 
Is  that  fond  youth  for  whom  her  bofom  glows  ; 
Watchful  of  the  direction  of  his  eye, 
If  chance  or  tender  thought  command  the  glance* 
Tow'rd  the  fweet  fcene  of  innocent  delight, 
The  much-lov'd  grove,  the  vvitnefs  of  their  joys, 
Their  mutual  cares,  and  interchanging  vows. 
The  glance  fhe  catches,  and  as  quick  retires 
Behind  the  beech,  whole  faithful  bark  records 
Sweet  atteftations  of  their  conftancy. 
Oft  as  the  Nymph  the  ftratagem  repeats 
So  oft  fh'  eludes  the  anxious  am'rous  Swain  ! 


THE 

AUTHOR'S  APOLOGY  *, 


J  HOPE  THAT  THIS  APOLOGY  WILL  NOT  BE  CONSIDERED 
AS  REFLECTING  ON  MY  FRIENDS,  OR  ASSUMING  TO 
MYSELF  ANY  DEGREE  OF  IMPORTANCE.  THE  HJNTS 
WHICH  IT  CONTAINS  HAVE,  IN  SUBSTANCE,  BEEN 
REALLY  COMMUNICATED  TO  ME,  ON  MY  APPLICATION 
FOR   THE  PATRONAGE   AND    SUPPORT  OF    THE   PUBLIC. 


*  This  Apology  refers  only  to  the  Poem  on  Cliffden  ;  as  no  other  of 
the.  Author's  works  were  published  when  this  Apology  was  wrote, 


THE 

AUTHOR'S    APOLOGY. 

I'VE  heard  of  great  Apollo  and  the  mufes ; 
Words  the  ftrange  creature  call'd  a  Poet  ufes. 
Fve  feen  fmall  folks,  fo  fond  the  great  to  follow, 
Courting  the  patronage  of  bright  Apollo. 
•Some thing  I've  felt  that  thro'  each  pow'r  diffufes 
What  I  have  thought  was  fomething  of  the  mufes  j 
What  e'er  it  was  'twas  fomething  fo  inviting,    V 
So  very  moving,  pleafing,  and  delighting, 
I  found  I  could  not  eafily  fupprefs  it, 
I  thought  it  was  my  duty  to  embrace  it  j 
And  when  I  found  I  freely  might  indulge  it, 
I  fometimes  thought  I  wifh'd  I  could  divulge  it. 
But  ftill  my  Mufe  (as  thefe  ftrange  people  *  call  her), 
Fearing  fome  heavy  cenfure  might  befal  her  j 
For  adting  inconfiftent  with  her  duty, 
Confcious  fhe  had  no  learning,  wit,  or  beauty, 
Fearing  'twould  be  a  fault  none  could  connive  at. 
With  my  refer ve  refolv'd  to  keep  in  private: 
Nor  did  fhe  e'er  afcend  the  mount  Parnaflusj 
Nor  envied  fhe  the  nine  high-favor'd  lafles^ 

*  Poets. 
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The  eminence  Apollo  did  allot  'em, 

But  kept  her  humble  ftation  at  the  bottom; 

Contented  with  the  dow'ry  of  dame  nature, 

No  higher  expectations  could  elate  her. 

Unforc'd,  and  oft  unfought,  the  foft  invafion 

O'erfpread  the  paffive  pow'rs  with  fweet  perfuafionj 

As  free  as  air,  as  the  clear  current  pure, 

As  nature  unconfin'd,  as  inftindt  fure. 

So  wrought  the  gen'rous  Mufe ;  nor  erudition, 

Nor  art  has  made  the  fmalleft  impofition, 

While  each  fond  faculty  yields  due  fubmiffion. 

**  Pray  truft  (faid  fhe)  to  what  nature  difpenfes; 

"  She  gives  alike  to  peafants  and  to  princes  ; 

<c  Always  the  fame,  (he  ever  keeps  her  ftation, 

*{  Time,  clime,  or  language,  make  no  alteration." 

Thus  far  the  Mufe. — But  while  for  Nature  pleading, 
I'd  not  deter  her  hand-maid  Art  from  aiding ; 
When  call'd  to  a£t  confiftent  with  her  duty, 
She's  not  without  her  ufefulnefs  and  beauty. 
If  introdue'd  wi$h  due  fubordination, 
In  time  and  place  to  keep  her  proper  ftation, 
Her  charms  are  fuch  as  furely  muft  conftrain  us 
To  own  (he's  worthy  of  the  nobleft  genius. 
And  had  kind  Fate  appointed  me  my  ftation 
"\Vithin  the  fhining  orb  of  education, 
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I  furely  mould  have  fhewn  her  greater  honor ; 
Perhaps  I  fhould  have  doated  much  upon  her : 
But  now,  while  (he  my  cool  regard  poflefles, 
Her  miftrefs  claims  my  fond,  my  warm  carefles. 

But  vain  my  words,  impertinent  my  chatter* 
Let's  hear  what  others  fay  about  the  matter. 
Says  fome  fage  friend,  "  EL'd  better  mind  his  labor* 
tc  Than  thus  extort  the  kindnefs  of  his  neighbor} 
"  It  would  be  more  becoming  his  condition, 
u  Than  on  his  friends  to  lay  this  impofition.*' 

Says  one  more  candid,  "  I  well  know  his  ftationj 
"  I've  long  been  witnefs  to  his  fltuation  j 
*<  I  do  not  think  he  writes  to  bilk  his  neighbor  j 
tl  Infirmity  unfits  him  for  his  labor : 
"  His  family  is  large,  his  wants  are  many, 
"  And  his  neceffities  demand  each  penny; 
u  He  has  a  talent,  and  he  loves  to  mew  it, 
"And  from  thefe  motives  he  commenc'd  a  poet." 

Then  fays  a  third,  "  But  do  you-  think  his  writing 
"  Is  genuine,  and  of  his  own  indidling  j 
"  Can  you  fuppofe  one  void  of  education,  •» 

■  With  little  or  no  means  of  information, 

U  ■ 
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"  Could  have  fuch  fine  fenfations,  views,  and  feelings  j 
M  He  muft  with  other's  works  have  had  fomc  dealings." 

Then  fays  a  faithful  friend,   (of  fuch  I've  many), 
"  Few  of  his  motives  have  been  mark'd,  if  any: 
<c  I  long  have  known  his  genius,  tafte,  and  talents, 
"  They  feem'd  his  ftation  far  to  overbalance; 
"  But  modefty  and  diffidence  prevented 
"  His  Works  from  being  to  the  world  prefented; 
u  Nor,  'till  he  was  by  fore  difeafe  dejedtedj 
<l  Did  they  appear. — He  being  much  refpefted 
"  By  fome  kind  friends,  who  faw  his  compofition, 

•  And  thought  it  might  relieve  his  fad  condition, 
<c  Could  it  be  made  to  turn  out  to  fome  profit, 

"  Said  they  would  try  if  they  could  make  fome  of  it.— 
*«  Thus  nobly  they  engag'd  to  ftand  all  chances, 
"  If  no  fuccefs,  to  bear  the  whole  expences. 

*  By  this  means  came  our  Author's  publication 
w  Prefented  to  the  public  obfervation/* 

Then  fays  another  friend,  4£  This  juft  relation 
"  Demands  regard.     He  has  my  approbation  ! 
"  As  he  has  parts  'tis  fit  he  mould  improve  them, 
*•  Too  foon,  perhaps,  afflictions  may  remove  them. 
'VI  wifh  fuccefs ;  and  as  he  cannot  labor, 
**  It  is  no  impofition  on  his  neighbor ; 
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u  There's  no  compulfion  ;  all  may  buy  whoehufe  it, 

M  And  all  have  equal  freedom  to  refufe  it. 

'l  Nor  can  I  overlook  the  harfh  conclufion, 

u  That  all  his  work's.' a  fpurious  obtrufionj 

w  For  to  purloin  a  piece  (without  impreffion), 

"  Would  need  more  (kill  than  he  has  in  pofleflion ; 

"  Great  art  muft  be  engag'd  in  the  fele&ion ; 

"  And  greater  ftill  to  keep  it  from  detection: 

«  'Tis  not  what  ftudy,  art,  or  fraud  have  brought  him* 

"  But  what  his  tafte  and  turn  of  mind  have  taught  him. 

"  Nor  did  his  labor  hurt  his  corripofition, 

"  Before  he  was  in  this  infirm  condition. 

"  Nor  does  he  now  refufe  an  avocation 

u  He  finds  convenient  in  his  fituation  j 

**  He  ftill  exerts  himfelf  as  he  is  able, 

"  No  bread  of  idlenefs  comes  on  his  table." 

Then  fays  a  learned  friend  ;  "  I've  no  objection 
11  Thus  to  relieve  the  man  in  his  affliction ; 
c<  But  ftill  muft  think  his  work's  an  impofition, 
11  While  forc'd  upon  us  in  this  lame  condition. 
tt  A  mock'ry  of  our  judgment,  tafte,  and  fenfes  ; 
"  Such  fad  defects  in  perfons,  mood,  and  tenfes; 
"  Nor  more  correct  in  number,  cafe,  and  gender ; 
*  He's  furely  nothing  but  a  vain  pretender ; 
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*c  In  fhort  I  can't  fee  aught  to  recommend  it  j 
•*  I  wonder  much  that  any  can  defend  it. 

Then  fpeaks  a  friend  that's  indefatigable, 
**  I  will  defend,  as  much  as  I  am  able ; 
<c  His  views  are  honeft,  and  his  work  has  merit, 
<c  Nor  can  I  think  it  gen'rous  to  deter  it. 
*'  If  from  ftrict  rule  we  find  a  deviation, 
w  We  know  he's  deftitute  of  education. 
•*  Tho'  learning  may  amufe  and  entertain  u% 
"  It  is  no  proof  of  any  author's  genius  : 
"  So  far  from  being  really  eflential, 
"  To  fome  it  proves  extremely  detrimental  » 
u  Who  thereby  Arrive  their  impotence  to  another, 
*  And  drefs  the  forg'd  ideas  of  another.  . 
u  Upon  the  whole  it  has  my  approbation, 
"  Tis  honeft,  fimple,  free  from  affe&ation ; 
"  Defects  there  furely  are,  but  I'll  not  heed  them, 
"   While  I  can  find  the  beauties  far  exceed  them." 

Then  lays  a  pious  friend,  "  Were  he  precifer, 
u  And  in  his  choice  of  fubje&s  fomewhat  wifer; 
"  I  :hink  it  would  be  tending  more  to  profit, 
"  And  they  who  read  might  make  fome  good  ufe  of  it. 
"  Ranging  in  this  unprofitable  region 
**  Is  not  much  to  the  honor  of  religion ; 
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"  It  feems  from  true  devotion  fome  digreffion, 
**  And  fcarce  confiftent  with  a  fair  profeflion." 

"  That  I  have  likewife  thought,"  (replies  another,) 
*«  Yet  ftill  I  muft  efteem  as  a  brother ; 
il  Tho'  I  confefs  this  feems  his  fav'rite  foible, 
"  And  tho'  thro'  nature's  fcenes  he's  fond  of  roving, 
*'  I  think  he's  in  his  fubjedts  *  ftill  improving  ; 
u  While  each  fucceeding  piece  feems  more  to  favor, 
u  The  caufe  of  Chrift,  and  of  His  grace  to  favor. 
"  I'll  wifh  fuccefs,  and  to  that  God  commend  him 
"  Who  can  from  pride  and  poverty  defend  him." 

But  while  I  thus  declare  each  friend's  opinion, 
Lord  !  grant  that  I  reject  not  thy  dominion. 
Be  thou  fole  fov'reign  of  each  pow'r  and  paffion, 
And  the  fole  fubje£t  of  each  meditation ; 
Nor  e'er  permit  or  wit,  or  fenfe,  or  fatire, 
Faint  fparks  of  art,  or  the  full  glow  of  nature  j 
Or  fav'rite  topic,  or  fantaftic  notion, 
To  quench  the  fmalleft  fpark  of  true  devotion  ! 

*  Some  of  the  Author's  friends  had  feen  the  Meditationi,  Stc.  in  thf 
rnamifcript,  though  nothing  vvas  yet  publiuied  but  the  poem  on  Cliffden. 
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